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TO THB 

RIGHT HONOURABLE JAMES CRA6GS, ESQ^ 

HIS MAJESTY^S PftlMCIPAL tECftXTART OF STATE* 
OEAft SIfty 

1 CANNOT wi(h that any of my writings ihoold 
laft longer than the memory of oar hiendMp ; 
and, therefore, I thus publicly bequeath them to 
yoQy in return for the many valuable infbmces of 
your affe&ion. 

That they may come to yon with as little difad- 
vantage as poffible, I have left the care of them to 
one*, whom, by the experience of fome years, I 
know well qualified to anfwer my intentions. He 
has already the honour and happinefs of being 
under your protedion ; and, as he will very much 
ftand in need of it, I cannot wifh him better, than 
that he may continue to deferve the favour and 
countenance of fuch a patron. 

I have no time to lay out in forming fuch com- 
pliments, as would but ill fuit that familiarity be- 
tween us, which was once my greateft pleafure, 
and will be my greateft honour hereafter. Inflead 
of them, accept of my hearty wiihes, that the 
great reputation you have acquired fo early, may 

• Mr. Tickdl. 
B 2 



4 DEDICATION. 

increafe more and more : and that you may long 
ferve your country with thofe excellent talents, and 
unblemiihed integrity, which have fo powerfully 
recommended you to the moft gracious and amiable 
Monarch that ever filled a throne. May the frank- 
nefs and generofity of your (pirit continue to foften 
and fubdue your enemies* and gain you many 
friends, if poffible, as iincere as yourfelf. When 
you have found fuch, they cannot wifh you more 
true happinefs than 1, who am* with the greateft 

Dear SIR, 
Your moft entirely afFedtionatc friend, 

and faithful obedient fervant, 
June4, 1719. J. ADDISON. 
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TO MR. DRYDEN. 

TTOW long, great Poet, (hall thy facred lays 

■*" *• Provoke our wonder, and tranfcend our praifc ? 

Can neither injuries of time, or age> 

Damp thy poetic heat, and quench thy rage ? 

Not fo thy Ovid in his exile wrote. 

Grief chill'd his breaft, and check'd his rifing thought : 

Penfive and fad, his drooping Mufe betrays 

The Roman genius in its lafl decays. 

Prevailing warmth has fHll thy mind pofTeft, 
And fecond youth is kindled in thy breaft ; 
Thou mak'ft the beauties of the Romans known. 
And England boafts of riches not her own j 
Thy lines have heighten'd Virgil's majefty. 
And Horace wonders at himfelf in thee. 
Thou teacheft Perfius to inform our ifle 
In fmoother numbers, and a clearer ftyle ; 
And Juvenal, inftruded m thy page. 
Edges bis fatire^ and improves his rage. 

» 3 
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Thy copy cafts a fairer light on all. 
And (till out-fhines the bright original. 

Now Ovid boaib th' advantage of thy fong. 
And tells his ftory in the Britifh tongue ; 
Thy charming verfe, and fair tranflations, fhow 
How thy own laurel firft began to grow : 
How wild Lycaon, chang'd by ahgry gods. 
And frighted at himfelf, r^n howling through the woods . 

O may'ft thou (till the noble ta& prolong. 
Nor age, nor ficknefs, interrupt thy fong : 
Then may we wondering read, how human limbs 
Have water'd kingdoms, and diffolv'd in llreams ; 
Of thofe rich fruits that on the fertile mold 
Tum*d yellow by degrees, and ripen'd into gold : 
How fome in feathers, or a ragged hide. 
Have liv*d a fecond life, and different natures try'd. 
Then will thy Ovid, thus transform'd, reveal 
A nobler change than he himfelf can tell. 

Magd. College, Oxon. 

Junez, 1693. 
The Attthor*8 age 22. 
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A POEM 

HIS MAJESTY^ 

PRESBNTBD TO THE LORD KSBPSft* 



TO 

THE RIGHT HON. SIR JOHN SOM£RS» 

LORD KEEPER OP THE GREAT SEAL9 
1695, 

TF yet your thoughts are loofe from fbite aSairst 

Nor feel the burden of a kingdom's cares; 
If yet your time and adions are your own ; 
Receive the prefent of a Mufe unknown r 
A Mufe that, in adventurous numbers, fings 
The rout of armies, and the fall of Kings, 
Britain advanc'd, and Europe's peace reftor'd* 
By Somers' counfels, and by NafTau's fword. 

To you, my Lord, thefe daring thoughts belong 
Who help'd to raife the fubjeft of my fong j 
To you the hero of my verfe reveals 
His great deiigns, to you in council tells 
His inmoft thoughts, determining the doom 
Of towns unftorm'd, and battles yet to come. 

• King William. 
B 4 
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And well could you> in your immortal flrains, 
Defcribe his condu6l> and reward his pains : 
But, iince the ilate has all your cares engrofs'd. 
And poetry in higher thoughts is loft. 
Attend to what a lefTer Mufe indites. 
Pardon her faults, and countenance her flights. 
On you, my Lord, with anxious fear I wait. 
And from your judgement muft expeft my fate. 
Who, free from vulgar paflions, are above 
Degrading envy, or mifguided love ; 
If you, well pleas'd, ftiall fmile upon my lays. 
Secure of fame, my voice I '11 boldly raife. 
For next to what you write, is what you praife. 



[ 9 1 

TO THE KING. 

117 H £ N now the bafinefs of the field is ol^er. 

The trumpets fleep^ and cannons ceafe to roar» 
When every difmal echo is decay'd. 
And all the thunder of the battle laid ; 
Attend^ aufpicious prince ; and let the Mule 
In humble accents milder thoughts infufe. 

Others, in bold prophetic numbers fldllM^ 
Set thee in arms, and led thee to the field ; 
My Mufe expedting on the Britiih flrand 
Waits thy return, and welcomes thee to land : 
She oft has feen thee prefling on the foe. 
When Europe was concerned in every blow ; 
But durft not in heroic ftrains rejoice ; 
The trumpets, drums, and cannons, drown'd her voice : 
She faw the Boyne run thick with human gore. 
And floating corps lie beating on the ihore ; 
She faw thee climb the banks, but try'd in vain 
To trace her Hero through the dufty plain. 
When through the thick embattled lines he broke. 
Now plung*d amidft the foes, now loft in clouds of 
fmoke. 

O that fome Mufe, renown'd for lofty verfe. 
In daring numbers would thy toils rehearfe ! 
Draw thee belov'd in peace, and fear'd in wars, 
Inur'd to noon-day fweats, and mid-night cares ! 
But ftill the God-like man, by fome hard fate. 
Receives th^ glory of his toils too late » 
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Too late the verfe the mighty a6l fucceeda^ 
One age the hero^ one the poet breeds, 

A thoufand years in full fucceflion ran. 
Ere Virgil rab'd his voice^ and fang the man 
Who, driven by ftrefs of fate, fuch dangers bore 
On ftormy feas, and a difafbx)us fhore. 
Before he fettled in the promised earth. 
And gave the empire of the world its birth* 

Troy long had found the Grecians bold and fierce^ 
Ere Homer mufter'd up their troops in verfe ; 
Long had Achilles quell'd the Trojans' luftj 
And laid the labour of the gods in duft. 
Before the towering Mufe began her flight. 
And drew the hero raging in the fight, 
Engag'd in tented fields and rolling floods. 
Or flaughtering mortals, or a match for gods* 

And here, perhaps, by fate's unerring doom. 
Some mighty bard lies hid in years to come. 
That ftiall in William's god-like a£b engage. 
And with his battles warm a 'future age i ■. 
Hibernian fields ihall here thy conquefts ftiow. 
And Boyne be fung, when it has ceas'd to flow ; 
Here Gallic labours ihall advance thy fame. 
And here SenefFe fliall wear another name. 
Our late pofterity, with fecret dread. 
Shall view thy battles, and with pleafure read 
How, in the bloody field too near advanc'd. 
The guiltlefs bullet on thy flioulder glanc'd. 

The race of Naffau was by Heaven defign'd 
To curb the proud oppreflbrs of mankind. 
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To bind the tyrants of riic earth with 1aws> 
And fight in cviery injur'd nation's caufe^ 
The world's great patriots 5 they for jafficc call ; 
And, as they fiivour, kingdoms rife or faH. 
Our BritUh yoath, unUs'd to rough alarms, 
Carelefs of fame, and negligent of arms. 
Had long forgot to meditate the foe. 
And heard unwarm'd the martial trumpet blow ; - 
. But now infpir'd by thee, with frefti delight. 
Their fwcrds they brandiih, and require the fightf 
Renew their ancient oonquefts on the mam. 
And aft their fether«' triumphs o'er again ; 
Fir'd, whai they hear how Agincourt was ifatlw'd 
'With Gallic corps, and Creffi fwam in blood. 
With eager warmth they fight, ambitious all 
Who firft Ihall ftorm the breach, or mount the wall. 
In vain the thronging enemy by force 
Would clear the ramparts, and repel their courfe ; 
They break through all, for William leads the way. 
Where fires rage moft, and loudeft engines play, 
Namur's late terrors and deftruftion ihow. 
What William, warm'd with juft revenge, can do : 
Where once a thoufand turrets rais'd on high 
Their gilded fpires, and glitter'd in the flcy. 
An undifHnguiih'd heap of duft is found. 
And all the pile lies fmoking on the ground. 

His toils, for no ignoble ends defign'd. 
Promote the common welfare of mankind ; 
No wild ambition moves, but Europe's fears. 
The cries cf orphans, and the widow* s tt^t^*. 
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Oppreft Religion gives the firft alarms^ 
And injur'd Juitice fets him in his arms ; 
His conquefts freedom to the world afford. 
And nations blefs the labours of his (word. 

Thus when the forming Mufe would copy forth 
A perfect pattern of her<nc worthy 
She fets a man .triumphant in the field. 
O'er giants cloven down, and monfters kill'd. 
Reeking in blood, and fmear'd with duft and fweat, 
Whilfl angry gods confpire to make him great. 

Thy navy rides on feas before unpreft. 
And ftrikes a terror through the haughty Eaft : 
Algiers and Tunis from their fultry fhore 
With horror hear the Britiih engines roar; 
Fam from the neighbouring dangers would they run. 
And wifh themfelves ftill nearer to the fun. 
The Gallic fhips are in their ports confin'd, 
Deny'd the common ufe of fea and wind. 
Nor dare again the Britiih fbength engage ; 
Still they remember that defbru^ve rage 
Which lately made their trembling hoft retire, 
Stunn'd with the noife, and wrapt in fmoke and fire ; 
The waves with wide unnumber'd wrecks were llrow'd. 
And planks, and arms, and men, promifcuous flow'd. 

Spain's numerous fleet, that perifh'd on our coafl. 
Could fcarce a longer line of battle boaft ; 
The winds could hardly drive them to their fate. 
And all the ocean labour'd with the weight. 

Where-e'er the waves in reftlefs errors roll. 
The fea lies open now to either pole : 
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Now may we fafely ufe the northern gales, 
And in the polar circle fpread our fails : 
Or, deep in ibuthem climes, fecure from wars. 
New lands explore, and fail by other flars : 
Fetch nncontrol'd each labour of the fun. 
And make the produd of the world our own. 

At length, proud prince, ambitious Lewis, ceafe 
To plague mankind, and trouble Europe's peace ; 
Think on the fhufbires which thy pride has ras'd. 
On towns mipeopled, and on fields laid wafle ; 
Think on the heaps of corps and (beams of blood. 
On every guilty plain and purple flood. 
Thy arms have made ; and ceafe an impious war. 
Nor wafte the lives intruded to thy care. 
Or, if no milder thought can calm thy mind. 
Behold the great avenger of mankind. 
See mighty Naffau through the battle ride. 
And fee thy fubjd^ gafping by his fide : 
Fain would the pious prince refufe th' alarm, 
Fsan would he check the fury of his arm ; 
But, when thy cruelties his thoughts engage. 
The hero kindles with becoming rage. 
Then countries floPn, and captives unreftor'd. 
Give fbength to every blow, and edge his fword. 
Behold with what reiifUefs force he falls 
On towns befieg'd, and thunders at thy walls ! 
Afk Villeroy, (for Villeroy beheld 
The town furrender'd, and the treaty feal'd) 
With what amazing ftrength the forts were won, 
Whilil the whole power of France ftood look.\a% qpr.. 
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But ftop not here : behold where Berkeley (lands. 
And executes his injur'd King's commands ; 
Around thy coafi his burfting bombs he pours 
On flaming dtadels and £dling towers ; 
With hifling ftreams of fire the air they fbreak. 
And hurl deftrudlion round them where they break. 
The flcies with long afcending flames are bright. 
And all the Tea refleds a quivering light. 

Thus JExxi^, when in fierce erupdons broke. 
Fills heaven with aihes, and the earth with finoke : 
Here crags of broken rocks are twirl'd on high. 
Here molten ftones and fcatter'd cinders fly : 
Its fury reaches the remoteft coaft. 
And ftrows the Afiatic fhore with duft. 

Now does the failor from the neighbouring main 
Look after Gallic towns and forts in vain ; 
No more his wonted marks he can defcry. 
But fees a long unmeafur'd ruin lie ; 
Whilft, pointing to the naked coaft, he fliows 
His wondering mates where towns and fteeples rofe. 
Where crowded citizens he lately view'd. 
And Angles out the place where once St. Maloes flood. 

Here RuflTePs adiions fliould my Mufe reqiure ; 
And, would my ftrerigth but fecond my defire, 
I M all his bbundle(s bravery rehearfe. 
And draw his cannons thundering in my verfe ; 
High on the deck fliould the great leader fland. 
Wrath in his look, and lightning in his hand ; 
Like Homer's Heftor when he flung his fire 
Amidfl a thoufand fliips, and made all Greece retire. 
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Bat who can run the Bridfh triumphs o*er. 
And count the flames difperft on every (hore ? 
Who can defcribe the fcatter'd victory. 
And draw the reader on from fea to fea ? 
Elfe who coold Ormondes God-like a£b refafe^ 
Ormond the theme of every Oxford Mde? 
Fain would I here his mighty worth pioclaim> 
Attend him in the noble chace of fame. 
Through all the noife and hurry of the fight> 
Obferve each blow, and keep him ftill in fight; 
Oh, did onr Britifh peers thus court renown. 
And grace the coats their great fore-others won! 
Our arms would then triumphantly advance. 
Nor Henry be the laft that conquered France. 
What might not England hope, if fuch abroad 
Purchas'd their country's honour with their blood : 
When fuch, detained at home, fupport our ftate 
In William's ftead, and bear a kingdom's weight. 
The fchemes of Gallic policy o'erthrow. 
And blaft the counfels of the common foe ; 
Dired our armies, and diilribute right. 
And render our Maria's lofs more light. 
But ftop, my Mufe, th' ungrateful found forbear, 
Maria's name ftill wounds each British ear : 
Each Briti(h heart Maria ftill does wound. 
And tears burft out unbidden at the (bund ; 
Maria fHU our riflng mirth deilroys. 
Darkens our triumphs, and forbids our joys. 

But fee, at length, the Britifh fhips appear ! 
Our Naflau comes I and as his fleet draws ueart 
3 
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The riling mafts advance, the fails grow white. 
And all his pompous navy floats in iight. 
Come, mighty Prince, defir'd of Britain, come ! 
May Heaven's propitious gales attend thee home ! 
Come, and let lon^g crowds behold that look. 
Which fuch confuflon and amazement ftruck 
Through Gallic hofts : but, oh ! let us defcry 
Mirth in thy brow, and pleafure in thine eye ; 
Let nothing dreadful in thy face be found. 
But for a while forget the trumpet's found : 
WcU-pleas'd, thy people's loyalty approve. 
Accept their duty, and enjoy their love. 
For as, when lately mov'd with fierce delight. 
You plung'd amidft the tumult of the fight. 
Whole heaps of death encompafs'd you around. 
And fteeds o'er-tum'd lay foaming on the ground ; 
So crown'd with laurels now, where-e'cr you go. 
Around you blooming joys and peaceful bleflings 
flow. 
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A TRANSLATION 

or ALL 

VIRGIL'S FOURTH G E O R G I C, 

EXCEPT THE STORY OF ARISTiEUS* 

pTHEREAL fwccts ftiall ncxt ttiy Mafe engage. 
And this, Maecenas, claims your patronage. 
Of little -creatures wondrous adts I treat. 
The ranks and mighty leaders of their ftate. 
Their laws, employments, and their wars relate. 
A trifling theme provokes my humble lays : 
Trifling the theme, not fo the poet's praife. 
If great Apollo and the tuneful Nine 
Join in the piece, and make the work divine. 

Firil, for your bees a proper flation fiod. 
That's fenc'd about and fhelter'd from the wind ; 
For winds divert them in their flight, and drive 
The fwarms, when loaden homeward, from their hive. 
Nor iheep, nor goats, mufl; pafture near their floresj 
To trample under foot the fpringing flowers ; 
Nor frifldng heifers bound about the place. 
To fpum the dew-drops off, and bruife the riling grafs : 
Nor muft the lizard's painted brood appear. 
Nor wood-pecks, nor the fwallow harbour near* 
They waile the fwarms, and as they fly along 
Convey the tender morfds to their young, 
r^x* XXX0 c 
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Let purling ftreams, and fountams cdg'd mth mofs. 
And (hallow rills, run trickling through the grafs ; 
Let branching olives o'er the fomtan grow. 
Or palms (hoot up, and fhade the ftreams below ; 
That when the youth, led by their princes, Ihun 
The crowded hive, and fport it in the fim, 
Refreftiing fprings may tempt them from the heat. 
And fhady coverts yield a cool rctrrat. 

Whether the neighbouring water ftands or runs. 
Lay twigs aefofs, and bridge it o'er with ftoncs; 
That if rough ftorms, or fudden blafls of wixid> 
Should dip, or fcatter thofe that lag behind. 
Here they may fettle on the friendly ftone. 
And dry their reeking pinions at the fun. 
Plant all the florwery banks with layender. 
With ftorc of favory fccnt the fragrant air. 
Let running betony the field o'crfpread. 
And fountains foke the violet's dewy bed. 

Though barks or plaited willows make your hive, 
A narrow inlet to their cells contrive ; 
For colds congeal and freeze the liquors up. 
And, melted down with heat, the waxen buildings drop : 
The bees, of both extremes alike afraid. 
Their wax around the whiftling crannies ipread. 
And fuck out clammy dews from herbs and flowers. 
To fmear the chinks, and plaifter up the pores : 
For this they hoard up glew, whofe clmging drops. 
Like (ntch, or birdlime, hang in ftringy ropes. 
They oft, 'tis faid, in dirk retirements dwell* 
And work in fttbterraneoos catm tiicir cell ; 
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AtoAcr tmffs tii' indufbplQUis ii>{b£U Hve 
I» hfiUow rocksj or majee a tree their hive. 

Point aU their chinky lo4ging& round with «iad« 
Ancl ie^vfs i^oft thinly on yoor work he flrow'd ; 
Bat let no baleful yew-tree flourifh n^^» 
Nor rotten mariheai fend out ileam3 of Qiire ; 
Nor hursing crabs grow red> and crackle in the fire : 
Nor neighlw)uring caves retuqi the dying found. 
Nor echoing rocks the doubled voice rebound. 

Things thu$ prepared — •. 

When th' und^r-world is feiz'd with cold and night. 
And fuminer here defcends in ftreaois of ligh(. 
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The bees through woods and forefts take their flighi 
They rifle every flower, and lightly fkim 
The cryftal brook, and fip the running ftrcam : 
And thus they feed their young with ftrange delight. 
And knead the yielding wax, and work the ftimy fweet, 
But when on high you fee the bees repair. 
Borne on the wind, through diflant tradb of air. 
And view the winged cloud all blackening from afar ; 
While fhady coverts and freih fleams they chufe, '% 
Milfoil and common honey-fuekles bruife, C 

And fprinkle on their hives ^e fragrant juice. j 

On brazen vefTels beat a tinkling Ibnnd, 
And (hake the cymbals of the goddefs round ; 
Then all will kaftily Mtreat, and fill 
The warm rdbwuiing hoHow of their cell. 

If OACo two rival kings their right debate. 
And fadioos and cabals embrinl the ^e. 
The people's affions wiU th^ir tiiQughts d^Ure ; 
All ikur beam uembk^ ^4 bi«t tji^k: Nu\t\x "ti^ % 
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Hoarfe broken founds, like trumpet's harfh alarms. 

Run through the hive, and call them to their arms; 

All in a hurry fpread their fhivering wings. 

And fit their daws, and point their angry flings i 

In crowds before the king's pavilion meet. 

And boldly challenge out the foe to fight ; 

At laft, when all the heavens are warm and fair, n 

They rufh together out, and join ; the air ( 

Swarms thick, and echoes with the humming war. j 

All in a firm round duller mix, and ftrow 

With heaps of little corps the earth below ; 

As thick as hail-ftones from the floor rebound. 

Or fhaken acorns rattle on the ground. 

No fenfe of danger can their kings control. 

Their little bodies lodge a mighty foul : 

Each obMnate in arms purfues his blow. 

Till ihamefd flight fetures the routed foe. 

This hot difpute and all this mighty fray 

A little duft flung upward will allay. 

But when both kings are fettled in their hive, 
Mark him who looks the worfl, and lefl he live 
Idle at home in eafe and luxury. 
The lazy monarch mufl be doom'd to die ; 
So let the royal infedl rde alone. 
And reign without a rival in his throne. 

The kings are different : one of better note. 
All fpeckt with gold, and many a ihining fpot. 
Looks gay^ and gliftens in a gilded coat ; 
But love of eafe, and floth in one prevails. 
Tint fcarcc liis hangilig paaoch behind him trails : 
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The peofde's looks are difFerent as their kings ; 

Some iparkle bright, and glitter in their wings ; 

Others look loathfome and difeas'd with iloth» 

Like a faint traveller whofe daily mouth . 

Grows dry with heat, and fpits a maukifh froth. 

The firft are beft 

From their o*erflowing combs, you 'U often prefi 

Pare lufdous fweets that mingling in the glafs 

Corred the harfhnefs of the racy juice. 

And a rich flavour through the wine diffufe. 

Bat when they fport abroad, and rove from home. 

And leave the cooling hive, and quit th' unfini(h'd comb; 

Their airy ramblings are with eafe confin'd. 

Clip their king's wings, and if they flay behind 

No bold ufurper dares invade their right. 

Nor found a march, nor give the iign for flight. 

Let flowery banks entice them to their cells. 

And gardens all perfum'd with native fmells ; 

Where carv'd Priapus has his fix'd abode. 

The robber's terror, and the fcare-crow god. 

Wild thyme and pine-trees from their barren hill 

Tranfplant, and nurfe them in the neighbouring foil. 

Set fruit-trees round, nor e'er indulge thy floth. 

Bat water them, and urge their (hady growth. 

And here, perhaps, were not I giving o'er. 
And ftriking fail, and making to the ftiore, 
I 'd fliew what art the gardener's toils require. 
Why rofy Paeftum blufties twice a year : 
What ftreams the verdant fuccory fupply. 
And hovfr Ac thirty phnt drinks rivers dry \ 
c 3 



What with a tfeearftl gteen does p«% gwrtfe. 
And writhes ikt biHjbi^ caciunbia' aknf; the tv^Ufcd 

grtiTs; 
Nor would I jMfs the feft acaodra^ o^er, 
tvy Bfirt- ttyrde-trees that love the ihore ; 
Nor daiFodlls, that late from earth's flow woliib 
Unimufle their fwdn bods, and fhow thdu* ydlolT 
bloom. 
For once T faw m the Tarentine vale. 
Where flow G^efus drencht the wafliy foil. 
An <^ Corycian yedman, who had got 
A few negleded acres to his lot. 
Where neither com nor pafhire grac'd the field. 
Nor would the vine her purple harveft yield ; 
But favory herbs among the thorns were found, ^ 
Vervain and poppy-flowers his garden crown'd, r 
And drooping lilies whiten'd all the ground. ^ 

Bleft with thefe riches he could empires flight. 
And when he refted from his toils at night. 
The earth unpurchas'd dainties would afford. 
And his own garden fumifti out his board : 
The fpring did firft his opening rofes blow, 
Firft ripening autumn bent his fruitful bough. 
When piercmg colds had burft the brittle ftone. 
And freezing rivers ftiifren'd as they run. 
He then would prune the tenderefl of his trees. 
Chide the late fpring, and lingering weftern breeze : 
His bees firft fwarm*d, and made his veflels foam 
With the rich fqueezing of the juicy comb. 
Here Jindons and the fappy pine increas'd ; 
Here, when gay flowers his fmSing oiOaax^ ^t^^» 
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As many blQibms as llie ^pnng txHdd ittxm. 

So many dangling apfdes nieUoi¥'4 on theboBgh* 

In rows Ui <dms and knotty pear-^trees bloorn^ 

And thorns ennobled «a«ir to bear a fJunb^ 

And /pvcading plane-toees, where ii^pinely laid 

He now enjoys the cool^ and quaffs beoeath the ibadc. 

^at theie for want ef soom I miiH omit^ 

And leave for future jpoets to recite. 

Now I 'U jproceed their natures to declare^ 
Which Jove himfelf did on (the bees confer; 
Becaufe, invited by the timbrel's found, 1 

Lodg'd in a cave th* almighty babe they found, r 
And the young god nurft kindly under-ground. ^ 

Of all the wing'd inhabitants of air, 
Thefe only make their young the public care j 
In well-diipos'd focieties they live. 
Arid laws and ftatutes regulate their hive ; 
Nor flray, like others, unconfin'd abroad. 
But know fet ftations, and a fix'd abode. 
Each provident of cold in fummer flies 1 

Through fields, and woods, to fecfk for new fupplies, > 
And in the common ftock unlades his thighs. 3 

Some watch tlie food, fome in the meadows ply, 
Tafte every bud, and fuck each bloffom dry ; 
Whilft others, labouring in their cells at home> 
Temper Narciffus* clammy tears with gum. 
For the firft ground-work of the golden comb ; 
On this they found their waxen works, and raife 
The yellow fabric xm its glewy bafe. 
Some educate the young, or hatch the feed 
With vital warmth, -axtd future tiadonsbxet^V 
c 4 
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Whilft others thicken all the flimy dews. 

And into pureft honey work the juice ; 

Then fill the hollows of the comb, and fwell 

With lufcious nedar every flowing cell. 

By turns they watch, by turns with curious eyes <% 

Survey the heavens, and fearch the clouded ikies C 

To find outbreeding ftorms, and tell what tempeftsrife. J 

By turns they eafe the loaden fwarms, or drive 

The drone, a lazy infedi, from their hive. 

The work is warmly ply'd through all the cells. 

And ftrong with thyme the new-made honey fmells. 

So in their caves the brawny Cyclops fweat. 
When with huge ftrokes the llubbom wedge they bea 
And all th' unlhapen thunder-bolt compleat ; 
Alternately their hammers rife and fall ; 
Whilil griping tongs turn round the glowing ball. 
With puffing bellows fome the flames increafe. 
And fome in waters dip the hifling mafs ; 
Their beaten anvils dreadfully refound. 
And -^tna fhakes all o'er, and thunders under ground. 

Thus, if great things we may with fmall compare. 
The bufy fwarms their different labouis fhare. 
Defire of profit urges all degrees ; 
The aged infeds, by experience wife. 
Attend the comb, and fafhion every part. 
And fhape the waxen fret-work out with art : 
The young at night, returning from their toils. 
Bring home their thighs clog'd with the meadows fpoils. 
On lavender and faffron-buds they feed. 
On bending oiiers, and the balmy reed : 
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From purple violets and the telle they bring 
Their gathered fweets, and rifle all the fpring. 

All work together, all together reft. 
The morning (till renews their labours paH ; 
Then all rufh out, their diFerent tafks purfue^ 
Sit on the bloom, and fuck the ripening dew ; 
Again when evening warns them to their home. 
With weary wings, and heavy thighs they come. 
And crowd about the chink, and mix a drowfy hum. 
into their cells at length they gently creep. 
There aU the night their peaceful ftation keep. 
Wrapt up in filence, and diflblv'd in fleep. 
None range abroad when winds and ftorms are nigh> 
Nor truft their bodies to a faithlefs iky. 
But make fn^all journeys, with a careful wing. 
And fly to water at a neighbouring fpring ; 
And, left their airy bodies ftiould be caft 
In reftlefs whirls, the fport of every blaft/ 
They carry ftones to poife them in their flight. 
As ballaft keeps th' unfteady veflel right. 

But of all cuftoms that the bees can boaft, 
*T is this may challenge admiration moft ; 
That none will Hymen's fofter joys approve. 
Nor wafte their fpirits in luxurious love. 
But all a long virginity maintain. 
And bring forth young without a mother's pain. 
From herbs and flowers they pick each tender bee. 
And cull from plants a buzzing progeny ; 
From thefe they choofe out fubjefts, and create 
A little monarch of the riflng ftate ; 
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Then build wax kingdoms for the inftnt prinoc. 
And foan a palaxrc for his rdidence. 

But often in their jounaeys, as they fly. 
On flints they tear their filken wings, or fje 
Groveling beneath their flowery load, and die. 
Thus l«ve of honey can an infcd fire. 
And in a fty ftrch generous thoughts infpire. 
Yet by repcopling their decaying flate,' 
Though feven flixnt fprings conclude their vital date. 
Their ancient flocks eternally remain. 
And in ai endlefs race their children's children reign. 

No proftrate vaflal of the Eaft can more 
With flavifli fear his mighty Prince adore ; 
His life unites them all ; but when he dies. 
All in' loud tumults and diflradlions rife ; 
They wafte their honey, and their combs deface. 
And wild confufion reigns in every place. 
Him all admire, all the great guardian own. 
And crowd about his courts, and buzz about his throne. 
Oft on their backs their weary prince they bear, j 
Oft in his caufe embattled in the air, > 

Purfue a glorious death, in wounds and war. 3 

Some from fuch inftances as thefe have taught, 
** The bees extraft is heavenly ; for they thought 
** The univerfe alive ; and that a foul, 
** Diffus'd throughout the matter of the Whole, 
*' To all the vaft unbounded frame was given, 
*' And ran through earth, and air, and fea, and all 

^' the deep of heaven ; 
" That this firft kindled life in man and beaft, 
'"^ Life that again flows into tVaa ax\8Lft., 
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*' That s6 compounded animal could die, 

*' But when difrolv'4, the fpirit mounted high, 

<' Dwelt in a ftkf, and fettled in the iky.** 

Whene'er their balmy fweets you mean to reisse» 
And take the K^md laboors of the bees> 
Spurt draughts of waiter fi«om your mouth> and drive 
A loathfome cloud of finofce amkUft their hive. 
Twice in the yeiir their flowery toils begin» 
And twice tSiey fetch their dewy harveft in 5 
Once when thie lovely Pleiades arife. 
And add frdh lufbe to the {umsner ikies : 
And once ivhen hafleiung irom the watery figft 
They quit their flaccion, and forbear to fhine. 

The beeb are prone to rage, and often found 
To pei^ for revenge, and die upon the wound ; 
Their venom'd fting produces aldng pains. 
And fwells the flefli, and fhoots among the veins. 

Wh^i firft a cold hard winter^s ftorms arrive. 
And threaten death or famine to tiiieir hive. 
If now their fmking (late and low affairs 
Can move your pity, and provc^e your cares, 
Frefti burning thyme before their cells convey. 
And cut their dry and hufky wax away ; 
For often lizards feize the lufcious fpoils. 
Or drones that riot on another's toils : 
Oft broods of moths infed: the hungry f^rml^i 
And oft the furious wafp their hive darifts. 
With louder hums, and with unequal arms ; 
Qr elfe the fpider at the entrance fets 
Her fnares, and ipins her bowels into ncts% 
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When ficknefs reigns (for they as well as we 
Feel all th' effefts of frail mortality) 
By certain marks the new difeafe is feen. 
Their colour changes, and. their looks are thin> 
Their funeral rites are form'd, and every bee 
With grief attends the fad folemnity ; 
The few difeas'd furvivors hang before 
Their fickly cells, and droop about the door. 
Or ilowly in their hives their limbs unfold. 
Shrunk up with hunger, and benumbed with cold; 
In drawling hums the feeble infers grieve. 
And doleful buzzes echo through the hive. 
Like winds that foftly murmur through the trees. 
Like flames pent up, or like retiring feas. 
Now lay frefh honey near their empty rooms, ^ 
In troughs of hollow reeds, whilft frying gums 
Call round a fragrant mift of fpicy fumes. 
Thus kindly tempt the familh'd fwarm to eat. 
And gently reconcile them to their meat. 
Mix juice of galls, and wine, that grow in time 
Condens'd by fire, and thicken to a llime ; 
To thefe dry'd rofes, thyme, and centaury join. 
And raiiins ripened on the Pfythian vine. 

Belides there grows a flower in marfliy ground. 
Its name Amellus, eafy to be found ; 
A mighty fpring works in its root, and cleaves 
The fprouting ftalk, and fliews itfelf in leaves ; 
The flower itfelf is of a golden hue. 
The leaves inclining to a darker blue i 
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The leaves (hoot thick about the flower^ and grow 
Into a baih> and ihade the turf below : 
The plant in holy garlands often twines 
The altars' polls, and beautifies the fhrines ; 
Its tafte is fharp, in vales new-fhom it grow5> 
Where Mella's ibeam in watry mazes flows. 
Take plenty of its roots, and boil them well 
In wine, and heap them up before the cell. 

But if the whole flock fail, and none furvive ; 
To raife new people, and recruit the hive, 
Pll here the great experiment declare. 
That fpread th' Arcadian fhepherd's name (b &r» 
How bees from blood of flaughter'd bulls have fled« 
And fwarms amidft the red corruption bred. 

For where th' Egyptians yearly fee their boondj 
Refreih'd with floods, and fail about their grounds^ 
Where Perfia borders, and the rolling Nile 
Drives fwiftly down the fwarthy Indians' foil* 
Till into feven it multiplies its flream. 
And fattens Egypt with a fruitful flime : 
In this laft practice all their hope remans* 
And long experience juftifies their pains. 

Firft then a clofe contraded fpace of ground. 
With ftraiten'd walls and low-built roof they found; 
A narrow flielving light is next aflign'd 
To all the quarters, one to every wind ; 
Through thefe the glancing rays obliquely pierce : 
Hither they lead a bull that 's young and fierce. 
When two-years growth of horn he proudly fliows ; 
And (hakes the comely terrors of his brows : 



ICs noCb and msmA, Aie sTCQuea of broatlu 
They muzzle up* and heat his liznbs Co deadiu. 
With violence to bfc aiad fbfling pain 
He flmgs: and fpufsa* and txioi to inoit in vaia^ 
Loud heavy mowa kH thick on «very fide, 
'Till his brui&'d bowels bnrft within the hide* 
When dead> they leave him rotting on the gronadA 
VTith branches, thyme> and cafiia> ffarow'd around. 
All this is done when firft the weftem breeze 
Becalms the ycar« and finooths the troubled Teas; 
Before the chatteiing fwallow builds her neft^ 
Or fields m ^«mg*9 embroidery are dreft« 
Mean whib the tainted juice ferments withiiu 
And qmckens as it works : and now areitien 
A wondrous iWarm> that o'er the carcafe crawls^ 
Of ihapek&> ruda, anfinifli'd animals : 
No legs at firft the infedl'a weight fufbun^ 
At length it moves its new-made limbs with paini 
Now ftrikes the air with quivering wipgs> and trie9 
To lift its body ii|s and leajrns to rife; 
Now bending thighs and gilded wings it wears 
Full grown, and all tkQ bee at l^gth appears ; 
From every fidf the frmtful carcafe pours 
Its fwarming brood> as thick as fumm«r (howers. 
Or flights of arrows from the Parthian bows. 
When twanging firings fir& fhoot dkem on thd foes. 

Thus have I fung the nature of the b«e ; 
While Caefar, towering to divinity. 
The frighted Indians with his thunder awM, 
And claimed their homage, and commenc'd a godi 
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I flooriih'd all the while in arts of peace, 
Retir'd and ihelter'd in inglorious eaie : 
I who before the ibngs of ihepherds made* 
When gay and young my rural lays I play'd^ 
And fet my Tityrus beneath his ihade. 
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A SONG, 
Foa ST.. Cecilia's daYj at oxford* 

L 

pECiLiA, whofe exalted hymns 

With joy and wonder fill the bleft. 
In choirs of warbling feraphims 

Known and diftingaifh'd from the reft; 
Attend, harmonious faint, and fee 
Thy vocal fons of harmony ; 
Attend, harmonious faint, and hear onr prayers ; 

Enliven all our cartWy airs. 
And, ds thou fing*ft thy God, teach us to fmg of thee : 
Tune every firing and every tongue. 
Be thou the Mufe and fubje^ of our fong. 

Let all Cecilia's praife proclsdm. 
Employ the echo in her name. 
Hark how the flutes and trumpets raife* 
At bright Cecilia's name, their lays ; 
The organ labours in her prsdfe* 
3 
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Cecilia's name does all our numbers grace. 
From every voice the tuneful accents fly. 
In foaring trebles now it rifes high. 

And now it finks, and dwells upon the bafe. 

Cecilia's name through all the notes we iing. 
The work of every Ikilful tongue. 

The found of every trembling firing. 
The found and triumph of our fong. 

III. 
For ever confecrate the day. 
To Mufic and Cecilia ; 
Mufic, the greateA good that mortals know. 
And all of heaven we have below. 
Mufic can noble hints impart. 
Engender fury, kindle love ; 
With unfufpeded eloquence can move. 
And manage all the man with fecret art. 

When Orpheus flrikes the trembling lyre. 
The flreams fland fHll, the flones admire ; 
The liftening favages advance. 

The wolf and lamb around him trip. 
The bears in aukward meafures leap. 
And tigers mingle in the dance. 
The moving woods attended as he play'd. 
And Rhodope was left without a fhade. 

IV. 

Mufic religious heats infpires. 

It wakes the foul, and lifts it high. 

And wings it with fuWime defires. 
And £ts it to befpeak the Deity. 
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Th' Almighty liftens to a tuneful tongue. 

And feems well-pleas^d and courted with a fong. 
Soft moving foi^ds and lie%yenly^fur&i 

Give force to every word, and recommend our praye^rs. 
When time it£^ ihall be no more. 
And all things in confufion hurl'd, 
Mufic ihall then exert its power. 

And found furvive the ruins of the world : 
Then faints and angels Ihall agree 
' In one eternal jubilee : 

All heaven ihall echo with their hymns divine^. 
And God himfelf with pleafure fee 

The whole creation in a chorus job, 

CHORUS. 

Cofifecrate the pl^e and day 

To mufic and Cecilia, 

Let no rough winds approach, nor dare 

Invade the hallow'd bounds. 
Nor rudely fhake the tuneful air. 

Nor fpoil the fleeting founds. 
Nor mournful figh nor groan be heard. 

But gladnefs dwell on every tongue ; 
Whilft all, with voice and firings prepar'd^ 

Keep up the loud harmonious fong. 
And imitate the blefl above. 
In joy, and harmony, and love. 
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AN ACCOUNT 

or THB 

GREATEST ENGLISH POETS. 

T O 

MR. HENRY SACHEVERELL, 

APKXL 3, 1694* 

niNCE, deareft Harry, you will needs requeft 

A fhort account of all the Mufe-pofTeft, 
That, down from Chaucer's days to Dryden's times, 
Have fpent their noble rage in Britiih rhymes ; 
Without more preface, writ in formal kngth. 
To fpeak the undertaker's want of ftrength, 
1 '11 try to make their feveral beauties known. 
And (how their verfes worth, though not my own. 

Long had our dull forefathers flept fupine. 
Nor felt the raptures of the tuneful Ninej 
Till Chaucer firft, a merry bard, arofe. 
And many a ftory told in rhyme and profe. 
But age has rutted what the Poet writ. 
Worn out his language, and obfcur'd his wit ; 
In vain he jells in his unpolifti'd ftrain. 
And tries to make his readers laugh in vain. 

Old Spenfer next, warm'd with poetic rage. 
In ancient tales amus'd a barbarous age ; 
3 
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An age that yet uncultivate and rude, 
Where-e'er the poet's fancy led, purfued 
Through pathlefs fields, and unfrequented floods. 
To dens of dragons, and enchanted woods. 
Bat now the myftic tale, that pleas 'd of yore. 
Can charm an underfbnding age no more ; 
The long-fpun allegories fulfome grow. 
While the dull moral lies too pl^ below. 
We view well-pleas'd at diftance all the fights, 4 
Of arms and palfries, battles, fields, and fights, L 
And damfels in diftrefs, and courteous knights. j 
But when we look too near, the (hades decay. 
And all the pleafing landikip fades away. 

Great Cowley then (a mighty genius) wrote, 
O'er-run with wit, and lavilh of his thought : 
His turns too clofely on the reader prefs : 
He more had pleas'd us, had he pleased us lefs. 
One glittering thought no fooner ftrikes our eyes 
With filent wonder, but new wonders rife. 
As in the milky-way a ihining white 
Overflows the heavens with one continued light ; 
That not a fingle ftar can fliew his rays, 
Whilft jointly all promote the common blaze. 
Pardon, great Poet, that I dare to name 
Th' unnumber'd beauties of thy verfe with blame j 
Thy fault is only wit in its excefs : 
But wit like thine in any Ihape will pleafe. 
What Mufe but thine can equal hints infpire. 
And fit the deep-mouth'd Pindar to thy lyre : 
D 2 
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Pindar, whom others in a labour'd ilrain. 
And forc'd expreffion, imitate in vain? 
Well-pleas'd in thee he foars with new delight, [flight. 
And plays in more unbounded verfe, and takes a nobler 

Bleft man 1 whofe fpotlefs life and charming lays 
Employed the tuneful prelate in thy praife ; 
Blcfl man 1 who now ihall be for ever known. 
In Sprat's fuccefsful labours and thy own. 

But Milton next, with high and haughty ftalks, 
Unfetter'd in majeflic numbers walks : 
No vulgar hero can his Mufe engage ; 
Nor earth's wide fcene confine his hallow'd rage. 
See ! fee I he upwards fprings, and towering high 
Spurns the dull province of mortality. 
Shakes heaven's eternal throne with dire alarms. 
And fets th' Almighty thunderer in arms. 
Whate'er his pen defcribes I more than fee, 
Whilft every verfe, array'd in majefty. 
Bold and fublime, my whole attention draws. 
And feems above the critics nicer laws. 
How are you ftruck with terror and delight. 
When angel with arch- angel copes in fight ! 
When great Meifiah's out-fpread banner fhines. 
How does the chariot rattle in his lines ! 
What found of brazen wheels, what thunder, fcarc. 
And ftun the reader with the din of war ! 
With fear my fpirits and my blood retire. 
To fee the feraphs funk in clouds of fire ; 
But when, with eager fteps, from hence I rife> 
And view the firft gay fcenes of Paradife ; 
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What tongue^ what words of rapture can exprefs 

A vifion fo profufe of pleafantnefs ! 

01^ had the Poet ne'er profan'd his pen. 

To vamilh o*er the guilt of faithlefs men ; 

His other works might have defer v*d applaufe.! 

But now the language can't fupport the caufe ; 

While the clean current, though ferene and bright. 

Betrays a bottofti odious to the iight. 
But now, my Mufe, a fofter ftrain rehearfe. 

Turn every line with art, and fmooth thy verfe ; 

The courtly Waller next commands thy lays : 

Mufe, tune thy verfe, with art, to Waller's pr^e* 

While tender airs and lovely dames infpire 

Soft melting thoughts, and propagate defire : 
So long (hall Waller's ftrains our pkifeon move. 
And Saccharifla's beauty kindle love. 
Thy verfe, harmonious bard, and flattering fong, 
Cani make the vanquifh'd great, the coward ftrong. 
Thy verfe can fhow ev'n Cromwell's innocence. 
And compliment the ftorm that bore him hence. 
Oh had thy Mufe not come an age too foon. 
But feen great Naffau on the Britifh throne I 
How had his triumphs glitter'd in thy page. 
And warm'd thee to a more exalted rage ! 
What fcenes of death and horror had we view'd. 
And how had Boyne's wide current r^ek'd in blood I 
Or if Maria's charms thou wouldft rehearfe. 
In fmoother numbers and a fofter verfe ; 
Thy pen had well defcrib'd her graceful air, 
And Gloo-i^ woM have feem'd mote iv^- 
P 3 
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Nor muft Rofcommon pafs neglefted by. 
That makes ev'n rules a noble poetry : 
Rules whofe deep fenfe and heavenly numbers Ikow^ 
The beft of critics, and of poets too. 
Nor, Denham, muft we e'er forget thy drains. 
While Cooper's Hill commands the neighbouring plains; 

But fee where artful Dryden next appears. 
Grown old in rhyme, but charming ev'n in years. 
Great Dryden next, whofe tuneful Mufe affords 
The fweeteft numbers, and the fitteft words. 
Whether in comic founds or tragic airs 
She forms her voice, fhe moves our fmiles or tears. 
If fatire or heroic ftrains ihe writes. 
Her hero pleafes, and her fatire bites. 
From her no harlh unartful numbers fall. 
She wears all dreffes, and ihe charms in all. 
HoW might we fear our Englifli poetry. 
That long has flouriih'd, ihould decay with thee 5 
Did not the Mufes' other hope appear. 
Harmonious Congreve, and forbid our fear : 
Congreve ! whofe fancy's unexhaufted ftore 
Has given already much, and promis'd more. 
Congreve Ihall ftill preferve thy fame alive. 
And Dryden's Mufe fliall in his friend furvive. 

I'm tir'd with rhyming, and would fain give o*€T^ 
But juftice ftill demands one labour more : 
The noble Montague remains unnam'd. 
For ^t, for humour, and for judgment fam'd ; 
To Dodbi he direds his artful Mufe, ' 
Im numbers ftch as Doribt*$ fc\f m^\ >a£^* 
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Hour negligently graceful he unreins 

Ks verfe, and writes in loofe familiar ftrains ; 

Hour Naflan's godlike adb adorn his lines> 

And all the hero in full glory piines ! 

We fee his army fet in juft array. 

And Boyne's dy'd waves run purple to the fea. 

Nor Simois chok'd with men, and arms, and blood; 
Nor rapd Xanthus' celebrated flood. 
Shall longer be the Poet's highefl: themes. 
Though gods and heroes fougl^t promifcuous in their 

flreams. 
But now, to NaiTau's fecret councils rais'd. 
He aids, the hero, whom before he prais'd. 

I 've done at length ; and now, dqar friend, receive 
The laft poor prefent that my Mufe can give. 
1 leave the arts of poetry and verfc 
To them that pradife them with more fuccefs. 
Of greater, truths I'll now prepare to tell. 
And fo at oncc^ deai; friend and l^ufe, hxc^tL 
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A LETTER FROM ITALY, 

TO THE 

KIGHT HON. CHARLES LORD HALIFAX, 

IX TBI TSAK X-DCCI. 

" Salre magna parens firugom Satmmia tellas, 
** Magna Tirum ! tibi xcs and<{uz laudis & artis 
^ AggrcdjoTy laodos aofos itdudere fontes." 

Viae. Georg. u. 

TTTHiLE yen, my Lord, the rural (hades admire, • 
* And from Britannia's public pofts retire. 
Nor longeri her ungrateful fbns to pleafe. 
For their advanta^ facrifice your eafe t 
Me into foreign realms my fate conveySi 
Through nations fruitful of immortal lays. 
Where the foft feafon and inviting clime 
Confpire to trouble your repofe with rhyme^ 

For whcrefoe'er I turn my ravilh'd eyes. 
Gay gilded fcenes and fhining profpe6b nfe# 
Poetic fields incompafs me around. 
And flill I feem to tread on daffic ground ; 
For here the Mufe fo oft her harp has llrung» 
That not a mountain rears its head unfung. 
Renowned in Ycrfe each fhady thicket grows. 
And every flream in heavenly numbers flows. 

How am I pleas *d to fearch the hills and woods 
For rifmg fprings and celebraled ftoodsl 
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% view the Nar, tumultuous in his couHe, 
And trace the fmooth Clitumnus to his rource> 
To fefe the Mincio draw his watery ftore, 
iTirough the long windings of a fruitful ihorei 
And hoary Albula's infedled tide 
O'er the warm bed of fmoking fulphur glide. 

Fir'd with a thoufand raptures, I furvey 
Eridanus through flowery meadows ftray. 
The king of floods ! that, rolling o'er the plains^ 
The towering Alps of half their moifture drdns ^ 
And proudly fwoln with i whole winter's fnows, 
i)iibibutes wealth and plenty where be flows. 

Sometimes, mifguided by the tuneful thronjgf^ 
I look for ftreams immortaliz'd in fong, ^» 

That loft in filence and oblivion lie, 
(Dumb are their fountains and their channels dfy) 
Vet run for ever by the Miife's Ikill, 
And in the fmootii defciription murmur ftill* 

Sometimes to gentle Tiber I retire. 
And the fam'd river*s empty ftiores admire* 
That deftitute of ftt-ength derives its courfe 
From thrifty urns and an unfruitful fourcc ; 
Yet fung fo often in poetic lays. 
With fcorn the Danube and the Nile furveys ; 
So high the deathlefa Mufe exalts her theme I 
Such was the Boyne, a poor inglorious ftream. 
That in Hibernian vales obfcurely ftray'd. 
And unobferv'd in wild meanders play'd ; 
Till^ by 'your lines and Naflau's fword renown'd. 
Its riiing billows through the world re^odtidv - 
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Where'er the Hero's godlike ads cap (fierce^ 
Or where the &me of an immortal veHe. 

Oh could the Mufe my raviih'd breaft infpire 
With warmth like yours, and rai& an equal fire» 
Unnumber'd beauties in my verfe fhould ihine» 
And Virgil's Italy fhould yield to minq ! 

See how the golden groves around me fmilei 
That fhun the coaft of Britain's ftormy iile. 
Or, when tranfplanted and preferv'd with care* 
Curfe the cold clime, and ftarve in northern air* 
Here kindly warmth their mountain juice ferments 
To nobler taftes, and more exalted fcents : 
£y'n the rough rocks with tender myrtle bloom* 
And trodden weeds fend out a rich perfume. 
Bear me, fome God, to B^'s gentle feats. 
Or cover me in Umbria's green retreats ; 
Where weftem gales eternally refide. 
And all the feafons laviih all their pride : 
BlolToms, and fruits, and flowers together rife* 
And the whole year in gay confu^oa lies* 

Immortal glories in my mind, revive. 
And in my foul a thoufahd pafiions fbive* 
When Rome's exalted beauties I defciy 
Magnificent in piles of ruin lie* 
An amphitheatre's amazing ^eigh^ 
Here fills my eye with terror and d.elight. 
That on its public fhows unpeopl^ed Rome, 
And held, upcrowded^ natipns i|^ its wp^ib : 
Here pillars rough wiA fcqlptu/re: pierce thj^ fki^. 
And herp the proud.U:»V9f hal arcMs r^« 
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Wliere the old Romans deathlefs adts difplay'd^ 
Their bafc degenerate progeny upbraid : 
Whole rivers here forfake the fields below^ [flow. 
And wondering at their height through airy channeU 

Still to new fceiies my wandering Mufe retires^ 
And the dumb fliow of breathing rocks admires ; 
Where the fmooth chifel all its force has fliown. 
And foften'd into flefh the rugged ftone. 
In folemn iilence, a majeftic band. 
Heroes, and Gods, and Roman confuls ftand. 
Stem tyrants, whom their crueldes renown. 
And emperors in Parian marble frown ; * 
While the bright dames, to whom they humbly fued. 
Still ihow the charms that their proud hearts fubdned. 

Fain would I Raphael's godlike art rehearfe. 
And Ihow th* immortal labours in my verfe. 
Where from the mingled ftrength of (hade and light 
A new creation rifes to my fight. 
Such heavenly figures from his pencil How, 
So warm with life his blended colours glow. 
From theme to theme with fecret pleafurc tof^# 
Amidft the foft variety I 'm loft : 
Here pleafing airs my ravifti'd foul confound 
With circling notes and labjrrinths of found'; 
Here domes and temples rife in diflant views. 
And opening palaces invite my Mufe. 

How has kind heaven adom'd the happy land. 
And fcatter'd bleflings with a wafteful hand ! 
But what avsul her unexhaufted ftores. 
Her blooming mountuo8> and her funny (hores^ 
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With all the gifts that heaven and earth impart# 
*rhe fmiles of nature, and the charms of art. 
While proud oppreifion in her valleys reignsj 
And tyranny ufurps her happy plains ? 
The poor inhabitant beholds in vain 
The reddening orange and the fwelling grain t 
Joylefs he fees the growing oils and wines. 
And in the myrtle's fragrant ihade repines : 
Starves, in the midft of nature's bounty curft. 
And in the loaden vineyard dies for thirft. 

Oh Liberty, thou goddefs heavenly bright^ 
Profufe of blifs, and pregnant with delight I ' 
Eternal pleafures in thy prefence reign. 
And fmiling plenty leads thy wanton train ; 
Eas'd of her load fubjeftion grows more light> 
■ And poverty looks chearful in thy fight ; 
Thou mak'ft the gloomy face of nature gay> 
Giv'ft beauty to the fun, and pleafure to the day. 

Thee, goddefs, thee, Britannia's ille adores ; 
How has (he oft exhaufted all her ftores. 
How oft in fields of death thy prefence fought. 
Nor thinks the mighty prize too dearly bought ! 
On foreign mountains may the fun refine 
The grape's foft juice, and mellow it to wine. 
With citron groves adorn a diftant foil. 
And the fat olive fwell with floods of oil : 
We envy not the warmer clime, that lies 
In ten degrees of more indulgent Ikies, 
Nor at the coarfenefs of our heaven repine. 
Though o'er our heads th« frozen Pleiads fhine : 



LETTER FROM ITALY. 45 

'Tis Liberty that crowns Britannia's ifle, [fmile. 
And makes her barren rocks and her bleak mountaini) 

Others with towering piles may pleafe the figlit. 
And in their proud afpiring domes delight ; 
A nicer touch to the ftretcht canvas give. 
Or teach their animated rocks to live : 
Tis Britain's care to watch o'er Europe's fate. 
And hold in balance each contending flate. 
To threaten bold prefuipptuous kings with war^ 
And anfwer her afflidted neighbour's prayer. 
The Dane and Swede, rous'd up by fierce alarms,i 
Blefs the wife condad of her pious arms : 
Soon as her fleets appear, their terrors ceafe. 
And all the northern world lies hufh'd in peace. . 

Th' ambitious Gaul beholds with fecret dread 
Her thunder aim'd at his afpiring head. 
And fain her godlike fons would difunite 
By foreign gold, or by domeflic fpite : 
But fbives in vain to conquer or divide. 
Whom Naflau's arms defend and counfels guide. 

Fir'd with the name, which I fo oft have found . 
The^ diflant climes and different tongues rcfoundji . 
I bridle-in my ftruggling Mufe with pain, 
.That longs to launch bto a bolder dram. 
But I 'vc already troubled you too long. 
Nor dare attempt a more adventurous fong. 
My humble rcrfe demands a fofter theme, 
A painted meadow, or a purling ftream ; 
Unfit for Heroes : whom immortal lays. 
And lines like Virgil's^ or like yours, fliould praifc. 
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MILTON'S STYLE IMITATED, 

IN A TRANSLATION OP 

A STORY OUT OF THE THIRD iENEID. 

T o s T in the gloomy horror of the night. 

We ftruck upon the cdaft where ^tna lies. 
Horrid and wafte, its entrails fraught with fire. 
That now cafts out dark fumes and pitchy clouds, 
Vaft fhowers of afhes hovering in the fmoke 5 
Now belches molten ftones and ruddy flame 
Incenft, of tears up mountains by the roots. 
Or flings a broken rock aloft in air. 
The bottom works with fmother'd fire, involv'd 
In peftilential vapours, flench and fmoke. 

*T is faid, that thunder-ftruck Enccladus 
Groveling beneath th' incumbent mountain's weight. 
Lies ftretch'd fupine, eternal prey of flames ; 
And when he heaves againfl: the burning load, 
ReludUnt, to invert his broiling limbs, 
A fadden earthquake (hoots through all the ifle. 
And iEtna thunders dreadful under ground. 
Then pours out fmoke in wreathing curls convolved. 
And (hades the fun's bright orb, and blots out day. 

Here in the (helter of the woods we lodg'd. 
And frighted heard flrange founds and difmal yells. 
Nor faw from whence they came ; for all the night 
A murky ftorm deep louring o'er our heads 
Hung imminent, that with impervious gloom 
Oppos'd itfelf to Cynthia's fiVvct xvjy 
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And ihaded all beneath. Bat now the Am 

With orient beams had chac'd the dewy night 

From earth and heaven ; all nature flood (Ufdos'd : 

When looking on the neighbouring woods we faw 

The ghaftly vifage of a man unknown^ 

An uncouth feature^ meagre, pale, and wild ; 

Affliaion's foul and terrible difmay 

Sat in his looks, his fice impair'd and worn 

With marks of famine, fpeaking fore diftrefs ; 

His locks were tangled, and his ihaggy beard 

Matted with filth ; in all things elfe a Greek. 

He firft advanced in hafte ; but when he faw 
Trojans and Trojan arms, in mid career. 
Stopt fhoTt, he back recoil'd as one furpriz'd : 
fiat foon recovering fpeed, he ran, he fiew 
Precipitant, and thus with piteous cries 
Our ears aflail*d : " By heaven's eternal fires, 
'* By every God that fits inthron'd on high, 
^' By this good light, relieve a wretch forlorn, 
'' And bear me hence to any diftant ihore, 
" So I may (hun this favage race accurft. 
*• *Tis true I fought among the Greeks that late 
" With fword and fire o'ertum'd Neptunian Troy, 
*' And laid the labour of the Gods in dull ; 
" For which, if fo the fad offence dcferves, 
" Plnng'd in the deep, for ever let me lie 
** Whelm *d under feas ; if death muft be my doom^i 
** Let man inflid it, and I die well pleas'd.** 

He ended here, and now profufe of tears 
In fupj^ant taood fell proftrate at our feet ; 
We hide J^m fpeak from wheticc, and. viViaxV^ ^«^&» 
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And how by ftrefs of fortune funk thus low | 
Anclufes too with friendly afpecl mild 
Qave him his hand, fure pledge of amity. 
When, thus encourag'd, he began his tale. 

I 'm one, fays he, of poor defcent, my nam© 
Is Achaemenides, my country Greeccj 
Ulyfles' fad compeer, who, whilft he fled 
The raging Cyclops, left me here behind 
Difconfolate, forlorn ; within the cave 
He left me, giant Polypheme's dark cave; 
A dungeon wide and horrible, the walls 
On all fides furr'd with mouldy damps, ^nd hung 
With clots of ropy gore, and human limbs. 
His dire repaft : himfelf of mighty fize, 
Hoarfe in his voice, and in his vifage grim> 
Intraftable, that riots on the flefli 
Of mortal men, and fwills the vital blood* 
Him did I fee (hatch up with horrid grafp 
Two (prawling Greeks, in either hand a man : 
I faw him when with huge tempeftuous fway 
He dafht and broke them on the grundfd edge ; 
The pavement fwan^ in blood, the walls around 
Were fpatter'd o'er with brains. He lapt the blood. 
And chew'd the tender flefli ftill warm with life. 
That fweird and heav'd itfelf amidft his teeth 
As fenflble of pain. Not lefs mean while 
Our chief incens'd, and ftudious of revengejj 
Plots his deftrudlion, which he thus elFedts : 
The giant, gorg*d with flefli, and wine, and blood. 
Lay ftretcht at length and fnoring in his den. 
Belching raw gobbets from his nvaw, o'ercharg'4 
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With puxple wine and cruddled gore confiis'd. 
We gather'd rounds and to his fingle eye, " 
The fingle eye that in his forehead glar'd 
Like a full moon> or a broad bumifh'd ihield, 
A forky ftaff we dextroafly apply'd, 
Which> in the fpacious focket turning round, 
Scoopt out the big round jelly from its orb. 
Bot let me not thus interpofe delays : 
Fly, mortals, fly this curft detefted race : 
A hundred of the fame ftupendous fize, 
A hundred Cyclops live among the hills. 
Gigantic brotherhood, that ilalk along 
With horrid fhides o*er the high mount^s tops, 
I Enormous in their gait ; I oft have heard 
' Their yoice and tread; oft feen them as they paft, 
Scolking and fcouring down, half dead with fear. 
Thrice has the moon waih'd all her orb in light. 
Thrice traveled o'er in her obfcure fojoum. 
The realms of night inglorious, iince I 've liv'd 
Amidft thefe woods, gleanmg from thorns and ihrubs 
A wretched fnftenance. As thus he fpoke. 
We faw defcending from a neighbouring hill 
Blind Polypheme ; by weary fteps and flow 
The groping giant with a trunk of pine 
Explor'd his way : around his woolly flocks 
Attended grazing : to the well-known fliore 
He bent his courfe, and on the margin flood, 
A Mdeous monfler, terrible, deform'd ; 
Full in the midft of his high front there gap'd 
The fpacious hollow where his eye-ball roU'dt 
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Sp AD DIS O N^s P OE M S. 

A ghaftly orifice ; he rina'd the wound. 

And wafh'd away the ftrings and clotted blood 

That cak'd within ; then ftalking through the deep 

He fords the ocean ; while the topmoft wave 

Scarce reaches up his middle fide : we flood 

AmazM, be fure ; a fudden horror chill 

Ran through each nerve, and thrill'd in every vein. 

Till, ufing all the force of winds and oars. 

We fped away ; he heard us in our courfe. 

And with his out-ftretch'd arms around him grop'd. 

But, finding nought within his reach, he rais'd 

Such hideous ihouts that all the ocean (hook. 

Ev'n Italy, though many a league remote. 

In diftant echoes anfwer'd ; iEtna roar'd. 

Through all its inmoft winding caverns roar'd. 

Rous'd with the found, the mighty family 
Of one-eyed brodiers haften to the ihore. 
And gather round the bellowing Polypheme> 
A dire affembly : we with eager hafte 
Work every one, and from afar behold 
A hoft of giants covering all the ihore. 

So flands a foreil tall of mountain oaks 
Advanced to mighty growth : the traveller 
Hears from the humble valley where he rides 
The hollow murmurs of the winds that blow 
Amidft the boughs, and at the diftance fees 
The (hady tops of trees unnumber'd rife> 
A (lately profped, waving in the clouds. 
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THE CAMPAIGN, 

A POEM, 

TO 
HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH, 

1705- 

" — Rhcni pacator et Iftri. 

« Omnis in hoc uno variis difcordla ceffit 

** Ordinibus ; Uetatur eques, plauditque fenator, 

" Votaque patricio ccrtant plebeia favori/' 

Claud* de Laud. StiHc* 

'* EfTe aliquam in territ gentem quae fua impensay fuo labore ac 
" periculo, bella gerat pro libertate alionim. Nee hoc fini- 
*' timisy aut propinquae vicinitatls hominibusy aut terris con- 
" tinenti jundis praeftet. Maria trajiciat : ne quod toto 
" orbe terrarum injuftum imperium fit, et ubique jus, fas, 
<< lex, potentiflima fint/* Liv. Hift. lib. 33. 

TI7H I L E crowds of princes your deferts proclaim. 

Proud in their number to enrol your name ; 
While emperors to you commit their caufe. 
And Anna's prsdfes crown the vail applaufe ; 
Accept, great leader, what the Mnfe recites. 
That in ambidous verfe attempts your fights. 
Fir'd and tranfported with a theme fo new. 
Ten thoufand wonders opening to my view 
£ 2 
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Shine forth at once ; fiegcfs and ftorms appear. 
And wars and conqoefts fill th' important year : 
Rivers of blood I (ee, and hills of flain. 
An Iliad rifing out of one campaign. 

The haughty Gaul beheld, with towermg pride. 
His ancient bounds enlarged on every fide ; 
Pyrenees lofty barriers were fubdued. 
And in the midil of his wide empire flood ; 
Aufonia's dates, the vidlor to reftrain, 
Oppos'd their Alps and Apennines in vain. 
Nor found themfelves, with fbength of rocks immor'd. 
Behind their everlafHng hills fecur'd ; 
The rifing Danube its long race began. 
And half its courfe through the new conqaefts ran ; 
Amaz'd and anxious for her fovereign's ^tes, 
Germania trembled through a hundred dates ; 
Great Leopold himfelf was feiz*d with fear ; 
He gaz'd around, but faw no fuccour near; 
He gaz'd, and half-abandon'd to defpair 
His hopes on heaven, and confidence in prayer. 

To Britain's queen the nations turn their eyes. 
On her refolves the weftem world relies. 
Confiding ftiU, amidft its dire alarms. 
In Anna's councils, and in Churchill's arms. 
Thrice happy Britain, from the kingdoms rent. 
To fit the guardian of the continent ! 
That fees her braveft fon advanc'd fo higjj. 
And flourifhing fo near her prince's eye ; 
Thy favourites grow not up by fortune's fport. 
Or from the crimes or follies of a court; 
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On tbe firm bafis of defert they rife. 

From long-try'd faith, and friendfhip's holy tyes : 

Their fovereign's well-diftinguiihM fmiles they ihare. 

Her ornaments in peace, her ifa-ength in war ; 

The nation thanks them with a public voice ; 

fi^ihowersof bleffings heaven approves their choice; 

Envy itfelf is domb, in wonder loft. 

And bSdona fhive who fhall applaud them moft. 

Soon as fbft vernal breezes warm the iky, 
Britannia's colours in the zephyrs ily ; 
Her chief already has his march begun^ 
Crofling the provinces himfelf had won, 
"nil the Mofelle, appearing from afar. 
Retards the progrefs of the moving war. 
Delightful (beam, had nature bid her fall 
In (Mant climes far from the perjur'd Gaul ; 
fiat now a purchafe to the fword fhe liesi^ 
Her harvefts for uncertain owners rife. 
Each vineyard doubtful of its mailer grows. 
And to the vigor's bowl each vintage flows. 
The difcontented (hades of (laughter'd hofts. 
That wanderM on her banks, her heroes ghofts 
HopM, when they faw Britannia's arms appear. 
The vengeance due to their great deaths was near. 

Our godlike leader, ere the ftream he paft. 
The mighty fcheme of all his labours caft. 
Forming the wondrous year within his thought ; 
Kia bofbm glow'd with battles yet unfought. 
The long laborious march he firft furveys. 
And joins the diftant Danube to the Maefe, 
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Between whofe floods fuch pathlefs fbrefts grow* 
Such mountains rife> fo many rivers flow : 
The toU looks lovely in the hero*s eyes. 
And danger ferves but to enhance the prize. 

Big with the fate of Europe, he renews 
His dreadful courfe, and the proud foe purines ! 
Infefted by the burning Scorpion's heat. 
The fultry gales round his chaf 'd temples beat. 
Till on the borders of the Maine he finds 
Defenfive fhadows, and refrefhing winds. 
Our Britifh youth, with in-born freedom bold, 
Unnumber'd fcenes of fervitude behold. 
Nations of flaves, with tyranny debas'd, 
(Their Maker's image more than half defac'd) 
Hourly inftrufted, as they urge their toil. 
To prize their queen, and love their native foil. 

Still to the rifing fun they take their way 
Through clouds of dull, and gain upon the day. 
When now the Neckar on its friendly coaft 
With cooling flreams revives the fainting hoft. 
That chearfully his labours paft forgets. 
The mid-night watches, and the noon-day heats. 

O'er proflrate towns and palaces they pafs 
(Now cover 'd o'er with woods, and hid in grafs). 
Breathing revenge ; whilft anger and difdain 
Fire every breaft, and boil in every vein : 
Here fhatter'd walls, like broken rocks, from far 
Rife up in hideous views, the guilt of war, 
Whilft here the vine o'er hills of ruin climbs, 
Ji)duilriou;s to conceal great Bourbon's crimes. 
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At length the fame of England's hero drew 
Eagenio to the glorious interview. 
Great fouls by inftind to each other turn. 
Demand alliance, and in friendihip burn ; 
A fudden friendihip, while with fbetch'd-out rays 
They meet each other, njingling blaze with blaze. 
Polifh'd in courts, and harden'd in the field, 
Renown'd for conqueft, and in council fkili'd. 
Their courage dwells not in a troubled flood 
Of mounting fpirits, and fermentmg blood ; 
Lodg'xl in the foul, with virtue over-rul'd, 
Inflam'd by reafon, and by reafon cool'd, 
Iq hours of peace omtent to be unknown. 
And only in the field of battle ihown : 
To fouls like thefe, in mutual friendihip join'd, 
Hearen dares intruft the caufe of human-kind. 

Britannia's graceful fons appear in arms. 
Her harrafs'd troops the hero's prefence warms, 
Whilil the high hills and rivers ail around 
Wth thundering peals of Britiih (houts reibund : 
Doubling their fpeed, they march with freih delight^ 
Eager for glory, and require the fight. 
So the ftanch hound the trembling deer purfues. 
And fmells his footileps in the tainted dews. 
The tedious track unraveling by degrees : 
But when the (cent comes warm in every breeze, 
Fir'd at the near approach he ihoots away 
On his full ftretch, and bears upon his prey. 

The march concludes, the various realms are paft ; 
Th' immortal Schellenberg appears at lail : 
« 4 
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Like Inlb tik' a%iiii^ napnts life CM l^b 
Like TaOqrs at their feet fke tiCBclcs Ee ; 
Battcnes on pjtiffies gBud can. fatal pafe» 
Tkieatemi^deiiiidiaQ; io»s of kofloir bn&y 
Tobe behind tobe, die drcadfel catnacc keep, 
WMH in their wombs ten dwMfend th—lf 1 1 fleq» : 
Great Chnrdiin owns, diann'd with the ^arioosfi^t* 
His march o'cr-paid by inch a pramis'd ig^ 

The weftem fan now (hot a fecbk raj. 
And ^intly feattcr'd die remains of day : 
Evening approadi'd; bot oh wiiat hoft of feet 
Were nercr to bdiold that erening ckife ! 
Thickemng their ranks, and wcdg'd in firm array. 
The dofe-corapaded BriUMis win their way ; 
In vain the cannon their throng'd war de^'d 
With trads of death, and laid the batde wafie ; 
Still preffing ferward to the fight, they broke 
Throagh flames of falphor, and a night of ijnoke» 
Till flaaghter'd legions fill'd the trench below. 
And bore their fierce avengers to the foe. 

Kgh on the works the mingling hofts engage; 
The batde, kindled into tenfold rage. 
With fhowers of bullets and with ftorms of fire 
Boms in full fury ; heaps on heaps expire. 
Nations with nations mix'd confus'dly die. 
And loft in one promifcuous carnage lie. 

How many generous Britons meet their doom, . 
New to the field, and heroes in the bloom ! 
Th* illuftrious youths, that left their native fhore 
To march where Britons never march'd before. 
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(0 &a3 ky^e of £iine ! O glorious heat. 
Only Jeftrodiye to the brave and great!) 
After fach toils overcome, fuch dangers paft, 
Stietdi'd on Bavarian ramparts breathe their laft. 
Bat hold, my Mitie, may no complaints appear. 
Nor Uot the day with an ungrateful tear : 
Vlule Marlborough Hves, Britannia's ftars diipenfe 
A friendly light, and (hine in innocence. 
Honging through feas of blood his fiery fteed 
Whcrc-e*er his friends retire, or foes fucceed ; 
Thofe he fupports, thefe drives to fudden flight. 
And turns the various fortune of the fight. 

Forbear, great man, renown'd in arms, ibrbear 
To brave the thickeft terrors of the war. 
Nor hazard thus, confus'd in crowds of foes, 
firitansia's fafety, and the world's repofe ; 
Let nations anxious for thy life abate 
This fcom of danger, and contempt of fate : 
Thou liv'ft not for thyfelf ; thy Queen demands 
Conqueft and peace from thy vidorious hands ; 
Kingdoms and eminres in thy fortune join. 
And Europe's defttny depends on thine. 

At length the long-difputed pafs they gain. 
By crowded armies fortify'd in vain ; 
The war breaks in, the fierce Bavarians yield. 
And fee their camp with Britiih legions fill'd. 
So Belgian mounds bear on their ihatter'd fides 
The fea's whole weight increas'd with fwelling tides; 
Bat if the rufhing wave a paflage finds, 
Enrag'd by watery moons, and warring vmids» 
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The trembling peafant fees his country round 
Cover'd with tempefb^ and in oceans drown'd^ 

The few forviving foes difperft in flight, 
(Reiiife of fwords, and gleanings of a fight) 
In every ruftiing wind the vidior hear. 
And Marlborough's form in every (hadow fear. 
Till the dark cope of night with kind embrace 
Befriends the rout, and covers their difgrace. 

To Donavert, with unreiifted force. 
The gay victorious army bends its couHe. 
The growth of meadows, and the pride of fields. 
Whatever fpoils Bavaria's fummer yields 
(The Danube's great increafe) , Britannia ihares. 
The food of armies and fupport of wars : 
With magazines of death, deftrudive balls. 
And cannon doom'd to batter Landau's walls. 
The viAor finds each hidden cavern ftor'd. 
And turns their fury on their guilty Lord. 

Deluded prince ! how is thy greatnefs croit. 
And all the gaudy dream of empire loft. 
That proudly fet thee on a fancy'd throne. 
And made imaginary realms thy own ! 
Thy troops, that now behind the Danube join. 
Shall ihortly feek for fhelter from the Rhine, 
Nor find it there ! Surrounded with alarms. 
Thou hop'ft the afliftance of the Gallic arms ; 
The Gallic arms in fafety (hall advance. 
And crowd thy ftandards with the power of France, 
While, to exalt thy doom, th' afpiring Gaul 
Shares thy deftrudtion, aad adorns thy fall. 
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Unbounded courage and compailion join'd> 
Tempering each other in the vi&or's mind, 
Alternately proclaim him good and great. 
And make the Hero sukL the Man compleat. 
Long did he ftrive th' obdurate foe to gain 
By proflFer'd grace, but long he ftrove in vain ; 
Till, fir'd at length, he thinks it vain to fpare 
Hs rifing wrath, and gives a loofe to war. 
In vengeance rous'd, the foldier fills his hand 
With fword and fire, and ravages the lind, 
A thoufand villages to afhes turns. 
In crackling flames a thoufand harvefb bums. 
To the thick woods the woolly flocks retreat. 
And mixt with bellowing herds confus'dly bleat ; 
Their trembling lords the common (hade partake. 
And cries of infants found in every brake : 
The Mening foldier fixt in forrow (lands. 
Loth to obey his leader's jud commands ; 
The leader grieves, by generous pity fway'd. 
To fee his juft commands fo well obey'd. 
But now the trumpet terrible from far 
In (hriller clangors animates the war ; 
Confederate drums in fuller concert beat. 
And echoing hills the loud alarm repeat : 
Gallia's proud ^ndards, to Bavaria's join'd. 
Unfurl their gilded lilies in the wind ; 
The daring prince his blafted hopes renews. 
And, while the thick embattled hoft he views 
Stretcht out in deep array, and dreadful length. 
His heart dilates, and glories in his drength. 
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The fetal day its mighty courfe began. 
That the grievM world had long defir'd in rsun; 
States that their new captivity bemoanM, 
Armies of martyrs that in exile groan'd. 
Sighs from the depth of gloomy dungeons heard. 
And prayers in bittemefs of foul preferred, 
Europe's loud cries, that Providence aflail'd. 
And Anna's ardent vows at length prevail'd ; 
The day was come when heaven defign'd to fhow 
I£s care and' condudl of the world below. 

Behold in awful march and dread array 
The long extended fquadrons fhape their way ! 
Deathy in approaching terrible, imparts 
An anxious horror to the bravefl hearts ; 
Yet do their beating breads demand the fhife. 
And thirft of glory quells the love of life. 
No vulgar fears can Britiih minds control : 
Heat of revenge, and noble pride of foul, 
O'erlook the foe, advantag'd by his poft, 
LefTen his numbers, and contraft his hoft ; 
Though fens and floods poffeil the middle fpace. 
That unprovok'd they would have fear'd to pafs ; 
Nor fens nor floods can (lop Britannia's bands. 
When her proud foe rang'd on their borders Hands. 

But O, my Mufe, what numbers wilt thou find 
To ling the furious troops in battle join'd ! 
Methinks I hear the drums tumultuous found 
The vidors fhouts and dying groans confound. 
The dreadful burft of cannon rend the fkies. 
And all the thunder of the battle rife. 
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Twas then great Marlborough's mighty foul was 

That^ in the fhock of charging hofb unmov'd, [prov'd, 

Afflidft confufion> horror^ anddefpair> 

Examined all the dreadful fcenes of war : 

In peaceful thought the field of death furvey'd. 

To fsundng fqnadrons fent the timely aid, 

Infpir'd repuls'd battalions to engage. 

And taught the doubtful battle where to rage. 

So when an angel by divine command 

With rifing tempers fhakes a guilty land, 

Soch as of late o'er pale Britannia paft, 

Cahn and ferene he drives the furious blafl ; 

And, pleas'd th* Almighty's orders to perform, 

Kides in the whirlwind, and diredls the ftorm. 

Bat fee the haughty houfhold-troops advance ! 
The dread of Europe, and the pride of France. 
The war's whole art each private foldier knows. 
And with a General's love of conqueft glows ; 
Proudly he marches on, and void of fear 
Laughs at the ihaking of the Britifh fpear : 
Vain infolence ! with nadve freedom brave. 
The meaneft Briton fcoms the higheft (lave ; 
Contempt and fury fire their fouls by turns. 
Bach nation's glory in each warrior bums ; 
Each fights, as in his arm th' important day 
^d all the fate of his great monarch lay : 
\ thoufand glorious aflions, that might claim 
Triumphant laurels, and immortal fame, 
ik>nfus'd in crowds of glorious a£lions lie, 
Lnd troops of heroes undiftmguiih'd die. 
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O Dormer, how can I behold thy fate. 

And not the wonders of thy youth relate ! 

How can I fee the gay, the brave, the young. 

Fall in the ck)ud of war, and lie unfung I 

In joys of conqueft he refigns his breath. 

And, fill'd with England's glory, fmiles in death. 

The rout begins, the Gallic fquadrons run, 
Compell'd in crowds to meet the fate they ihun ; 
Thoufands of fiery fteeds with wounds transfix'd. 
Floating in gore, with their dead mailers mixt, 
'Midft heaps of (pears and flandards driven around. 
Lie in the Danube's bloody whirl-pools drown'd. 
Troops of bold youths, born on the diftant Soane, 
Or founding borders of the rapid Rhone, 
Or where the Seine her flowery fields divides. 
Or where the Loire through winding vineyards glides. 
In heaps the rolling billows (weep away. 
And into Scythian feas their bloated corps convey. 
From Blenheim's towers the Gaul, with wild affright, 
Beholds the various havock of the fight ; 
His waving banners, that fo oft had flood 
Planted in fields of death and ftreams of blood> 
So wont the guarded enemy to reach. 
And rife triumphant in the fatal breach. 
Or pierce the broken foe's remoteft lines. 
The hardy veteran with tears refigns. 

Unfortunate Tallard! Oh, who can name 
The pangs of rage, of forrow, and of fhame. 
That with mixt tumult in thy bofom fwell'd. 
When iir/l thou faw'ft thy braveft troops repell'd, 

% 
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Thine only fon pierc'd with a deadly wound, 
Chok'd in his blood, and gafping on the ground, 
Thyfelfin bondage by the viftor kept ! 
The chief, the father, and the captive, wept. 
An Englifh Mufe is touch'd with generous woe. 
And in th* unhappy man forgets the foe ! 
Greatly diftreft ! they loud complaints forbear. 
Blame not the turns of fate, and chance of war ; 
Give thy brave foes their due, nor bluih to own 
The fatal field by fuch great leaders won. 
The field whence fam^d Eugenio bore away 
Only the fecond honours of the day. 

M^ith floods of gore that from the vanquiih'd feD 
The marfhes fiiagnate, and the rivers fwell. 
Mountains of ilain lie heap'd upon the ground. 
Or 'midft the roarings of the Danube drown'd; 
Whole captive hofls the conqueror detains 
In painful bondage, and inglorious chains ; 
£v'n thofe who 'fcape the fetters and the fword. 
Nor feek the fortunes of a happier lord. 
Their raging King diihonours, to compleat 
Marlborough's great work, and finiih the defeat. 

From Mcmraingh^n's high domes, and Auglbarg's 
The diftant battle drives th' infulting Gauls ; [waUs, 
Freed by the terror of the vi^r's name 
The refcu'd States his great protedion claim ; 
Whilft Ulme th' approach of her deliverer waits. 
And longs to open her obfequious gates. 

The hero's breaft ftill fwells with great defigns> 
In every thought the towering genius fhines : 
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If to the foe his dreadful courfe he bends. 
O'er the wide continent his march extends ; 
If iieges in his labouring thoughts are form'd« 
Camps are ailaulted> and an army fbrm'd; 
If to the fight his adive foul is bent. 
The fate of Europe turns on its event.' 
What diftant land, what region, caii afford 
An adHon worthy his vidorious fword? 
Where will he next the flying Gaul defeat. 
To make the feries of his toils compleat? 

Where the iwoln Rhine rufhing with all its force 
Divides the hoftile nations in its courfe. 
While each contradts its bounds, or wider growsi 
Enlarged or llraiten'd as the river flows. 
On Gallia's flde a mighty bulwark flands. 
That all the wide-extended plain conunands ; 
Twice, lince the war was kindled, has it try'd 
The vidlor's rage, and twice has changed its fide; 
As oft whole armies, with the prize o'erjoy'd. 
Have the long fummer on its walls employ'd. 
Hither our mighty chief liis arms direds. 
Hence future triumphs from the war expe£b ; 
And though the dog-fl:ar had its courfe begun. 
Carries his arms flill nearer to the fun : 
Fixt on the glorious adlion, he forgets 
The change of feafons, and increafe of heats ; 
No toils are painful that can danger fliow. 
No climes unlovely, that contam a foe. 

The roving Gaul, to his own bounds reflrainM, 
Learns to incamp within his native land. 
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But fixm as the. vi£koriou$ hoft he fpies^ 
From hill to hill> ^m ftream to flream he flies : 
Sach dire imprei&ons in his heart remain 
Of Marlborough's fword^ and Hochllet's fatal plam : 
In vain Britannia's mighty chief befets 
Their fhady coverts^ and obfcure retreats ; 
They fly the conqueror's approaching fame. 
That bears the force of armies in his name. 

Aoflria's young monarch, whofe imperial fway 
Sceptres.and thrones are deftin'd to obey, 
Whofe boailed anceilry fo high extends 
That m the pagan gods his lineage ends. 
Comes from afar, in gratitude to own 
The great fapporter of his father's throne : 
What tides of glory to his bofom ran, 
Clafp'd in th' embraces of the godlike man ! 
How were his eyes with pleaiing wonder fixt 
To fee fuch fire with fo much fweetnefs mixt, 
Sach eafy greatnefs, fuch a graceful port. 
So tum'd and finilh'd for the camp or court ! 
Achilles thus was form'd with every grace. 
And Nireus ihone but in the fecond place ; 
Thus the great father of almighty Rome 
(Divinely fluflit with an immortal bloom. 
That Cytherea's fragrant breath beftow'd) 
In all the charms of his bright mother glow'd. 

The royal youth by Marlborough's prefence charm'd, 
Taught by his counfels, by his adiions warm'd. 
On Landau with redoubled fury falls, 
Difcharges all his thunder on its walls, 
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O'er mines and caves of death provokes the figk^ ' 
And learns to conquer in the hero's fight. ^ 

The Britifh chief, for mighty toils renown'd^ 
Increased in titles, and with conquefts crown'dji 
To Belgian coafts his tedious march renews. 
And the long windings of the Rhine purfues^ 
Clearing its borders from ufurping foes. 
And blefl: by refcued nations as he goes. 
Treves fears no more, freed from its dire alarms | 
And Traerbach feds the terror of his arms : 
Seated on rocks her proud foundations ihake. 
While Marlborough prefTes to the hold attack. 
Plants all his batteries, bids his cannon roar. 
And ihows how Landau might have fell'n before; 
Scar'd at Ids near approach, great Louis fears 
Vengeance referv'd for his declining yeirs. 
Forgets his thirft of univerfal fway. 
And fcarce can teach his fubjeds to obey ; 
His arms he finds on vain attempts employ'd, 
Th' ambitious projefts for his race deftroy'd. 
The works of ages funk in one campaign. 
And lives of mUlions facrific'd in vain. 

Such are tii' effedls of Anna's royal cares : 
By her, Britannia, great in foreign wars. 
Ranges through nations, wherefoe'er disjoin'df 
Wthout the wonted aid of fea and wind. 
By her th' unfetter'd liter's ftates are free. 
And tafte the fweets of Englifti liberty : 
But who can tell the joys of thofe that lie 
Beneath the conftatit influence of her eye ! 



in diFdive ihowers her boundes hH 
leaven's indulgence, and defcend on all, 
} the Kappy^ fuccour the diftreft, . 
ttety fnbjea glad, tni a Mtole pebple btel^ 
IS would I fain Britannia's wars rehearTe, 
fmooth records of a Mthful verfe ; 
if fuch numbers can o'er time prevail^ . 
ell pofteritj the wondrous tale, 
adions, unadom*d» are fiunt and weak* 
and countries muft be Unght to ipeak; 
nay defcend m fidlons from the dcics* 
vert from their oozy beds arife ; 
; may deck the troth with furious rayc, • 
nmd the hero caft a borrow'd blaze, 
irough's exploits appear divinely bright, 
roudly fhine in their own native light ; 
of themfelvesy dieir geti«uie charms they hoaft, 
lofe who paint diem trteft fnUe diem mdA. 
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COWLEY*s EPITAPH QN HIMSEL 

TRAKSLATED BY MR. ADDISON. 

pROM life's fuperfluons cares enlarg'dj. 

His debt of human toil difcharg'dj. 
Here Cowley lies ! beneath this fhedj, 
To every worldly intereft dead ; 
With decent poverty content. 
His hours of eafe not idly fpent ; 
To fortune's goods a foe profeft. 
And hating wealth by all careft. 
*T is true he's dead; for oh ! how fmall 
A fi>ot of earth is now his all : 
Oh ! wiih that earth may lightly lay. 
And every care be far away ; 
Bring flowers ; the ihort-liv'd rofes brings 
To life deceas'd, fit offering : 
And fweets around the poet fbrow, 
Whilfl yet with life his afties glow. 
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INAUGURATIO REGIS GULIELMI% 
' 1689. 

Tojrus, IJ I c ^^^^' corylos> umbroifa cacumina^denTas, 
Nos cantare pares quoniam convenimus 
ainbo> 
Ucamos taudes herbum (ut^ Mopis, fbiemus) 
Tempora tranfibuht fie lasta canentibus^ & nunc 
Die age> quos noflro celebrari carmine fumes. 
Mof/us. Tityre, nunc reddantur eis pia munera 
laudum, 
Oda qui dederiiit nobis placidamque quietem ; 
Scilicet illoram refonlsnt encomia fylva^i 
Qai dignabantur regni fulcire ruitias. 

T, Tanta baud conveniunt humili tenuique cicttts ; 
Sed quoniam in niagnis> dicunt> voluifTe fat efte ; 
Ipfe tua8> Gulidme, canam laudcique Marise ; 
Nam> quos Junxit amor^ nemo fejungere debet. 

M, Tunc mihi Phcebe fave> Mufseque favete canenti, 
Ke culpa ingenii illorum minuantur honores. 

* Thefe Terfcs occaiioned Mr. Addifon^s beiog ekftcd into 
Ma^alen College. 
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T, Aft ego nee Phoebum euro, Phcebive forores, 
Carmina namqae mihi cedit nunc lemma canend. 

M, Sint licet illufhi proavorum ftemmate clari. 
Sunt ma^ orna|i prq|>riis virtutibus a^o. ^, 

T. Si Rex eft regit immanes qui pe^ris seftus ; 
Turn quot Regna tenet Golielmus ! quotque Maria ! 

M. Indytus hk Mayors, iapiens haec altera Pallas^ 
Vulnerat ille armist forma fed vulnerat ilia. 
' ?. Qaanda vias Pelagi tehtanmt, mdc fctperbam 
Sttftulit ad nubes mare fe, faftuque tumebat. 

M» Qiiando tellurem tetigerunt> Arcades omnei 
Psmi Deo Arcadiae tenemm ma^vimus agpom. 
' T, Tunc iterum totus refonat modulamine campus, 
Mifcent paftores iterum nymphdeque choreas. 

M. Lsetus gramineis Infit tunc agnus in agris> 
Floribus atque novis hoedi inffluere petulci. 

T, Quantus erat viflor Gulielmus, quando pop^lli 
Vicit corda> hoftes vidt, vidtque feipfum ! 

M. Pardcipat iponfi virttttem & r^gna Maria« . 
Digna tribus R^gnis, Sc tanto digna Marito. 

T. Primus hic imperio, nulli eft virtute fecundus^- 
Sic fol« quam ftellae, majori luce refulget. 
^ M, Sed qualis ftellas micat inter luna minores, 
Talis> cum cinda eft fociis, Regina videtur. 

T. At quae nos illis nunc, Tityre, digna precemar» 
Ludere qd pecori, pecorifque dedcre magiftris ? 
• M. \^emam inveniam, quam donavere, qdctem I 

T, Et fero ccdos exomet fidus utrumque ! 

Joseph us Add isqV) Commenfalis cCoH. flfp. 
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ON tat 

mmi OF KING WILLIAM FROM IRELAND, 

APTBll T^HB BATTLE 6? THB BOYNB** 

i^itM Domini impatiens excuflit Itrna cfttenas* 

Tota rnens in Maitem» ittteftinofqae labores, 
Integri qucunque graves vid^re tumultus 
(Conitidt hcvL ! tand viitas) in vincola miffi, 
Bzofiun kdnque trahant et carcere vitam. 
Latd agri dumis horrdcunt^ afpera rurA 
[■oxiiriant fegete f|Mnarttin, autumnus lenue 
*lidlQ8 adeft, cultorque deeft qoserendbus arvis* 
^affim tarba ddis inftat peregrina fecundis, 
bdVamqae premit lafciva potenda plebem ; 
Q laciymas Gens omnis abit> manifeftat ubique 
'ommunes Indus* vultaqne laborat in one. 

Praeceps in tardas fie crevit Hibernia poenas^ 
it fie yenttmB maturoit ilia minx : 
ada eflet tanto nequaquam vindice digna, 
i minor liorfendaa Gulielmi fenferat if as. 

Anglia in ignavam duduA rerolota qtiietem, 
npeiiis rediviva tuis, NafTove* retemam 
xeodt, et longum fbpitos fufdtat ignes. 

• From the « Acadcmiae Oxonicnfis Gratulatfo pro exopUto 
Quffimi Regit Golielim ex Hibcniia rtiita* Osoniir» I Tltea- 
I Shddoniaooi Anno Dom. 1690.** 
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Te duce quas fedt ftrages ! quae praelia movtt f 
Dum fervet csedes, et campo fanguis iniindat, 
Affiduae fudant peragendo penfa forores» 
£t itipata gemit Tub pondere cymba Charontis. 
Terga premens Caefar fugientia corripit hoftes 
Vindex> atque trahit partem fua quamque ruina : 
Pliunbea tempeftas banc obruit^ emin^s ilia 
Glande cadit^ fruilraqae evitat miflile ferrttm. 
Altera dum poenas divert fugiendo fequacesj 
Infidae {ek credit moritura paludi. 
His gradibus longo fe folvit Hibemia ludluj 
Imperium expulfi tandem indignata tyranid 
Nobiliora petit vincia, optatafque catenas 
Induit^ atque jugo Gulielmi ornata fuperbit. 

Gens nimium dileda Deo ! nimiumque Britanni 
Felices ! haec fi exundantia gaudia nullus 
Fraena/Tet dolor, et Ducis * baud ignobile fatum 
Laetitias nimios non caiHgaverat aeftus. 
Ille triumpbato toties fecurus ab bofte, 
Exulibus Dis ille, ille aris fidus avids 
Ah ! tandem occubuit pietate infignis et armis. 
Hei mihi ! quale jaces veneranda mole cadaver ! 
Qualis honor vultiis ! et frontis laeta fenedtus I 
Heu pietas ! heu prifca fides ! et bellica virtus 
Quando habitura parem ! 

MuTa, tamen taceas intempeftiva dolores, 
JMelpomene^ taceas ; non hoc fine numine Divihn 

♦ The great duke of Schombcrg, whofc death has been la- 
mented by many of our poets* 
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EvenilTe puto : Senis afpera fata tnamphi 
Famam aaxere Tui> vidor Gulielme, nee uUa 
JSmHsL divifos virtus partitor honores. 

i) decus^ i, noflrum ! agnofcat fera Gallia dextram 
Viftricem, et quae Te vidit prima arma gerentem« 
Sentiat expletas maturo in corpore vires. 
Sed caveas, dum Te in bellum rapit impetus ardens, 
caveas, nimio ne marte impulfus in hoftes 
Irruercs, latamque darent tria regna rmnam. 

Infano tandem parce indulgere labori> 
Parce, Jacobe, ultra Lodoici innitier armis* 
Kfcerptos fruftra nunc luges frontis honores ; 
Sera flbi veniunt tandem fufpiria^ fer6 
None quereris, quanquam» nifi mens tibi lasva faiffetg 
Bt nifi credideras fallaci uxorius arti> 
J^ laetus poteras placidis dare jura Britannis^ 
Et rexiffe gregem, fato meliore, patemum ; 
Sed nunc Parcae obftant, et non revocabilis ordo. 

Jos. Addison^ iCdLMagd. 



ADDISON^s POXIfS. 



HOSrORATISSIMO TIRO 

CAROLO MONTAGUE, ARMIGERO, 

SCACCAmil CAXCXLLAftiO, XKAKtl FKiBFXCTO, 

KKci a sKCftBTioftiBvs coicsiLns, ftc. 



£svu tiBtai anribus tmsobftr^at rataaa ncqiBflU 
monmi tarin^ niliil eft car qpcam afiqmd ku* 
fiatmn dfai otmapSk, dbi pnedanmi k>c argo* 
meuuuu mcts cdsun nomens Tuatam conlpcjnms* 
Qaaatam vutalc hrllifj yfjrljnt Bntauuu^ iccens 
ex rcbqs ge^u teftatar ^om; ^aam too in ha* 
jamionoBs paos ^^»M"* noa eauneamass t^^**^ 
laat qaos amper in laccm cmifhaas Ycrficafi. Qnod 
A CONGI.EVIUS ille taas diviao» qno iblet^ farore 
convpcas aiateriam hanc nan ezoraaflet, yix taati 
cflet ifk pax, at ilia laetaremar tot perditiffiniis 
poeds tam fluCere decantata. At, dam alios inicdor» 
Ofi ipfius ol^tns faifle Tideor, qui hand minores 
ftrfidi ex Liuinis t9n molrflias allataras fam, qaam 
qnas ilfi ex veniacalts fins carminibas attalenmt; 
mfi qood inter iplos crndatas lenimentam afiqaod 
doloii tiiboat tormenti varietas. Nee quidem an- 
qaam addod poflem, at poema patrio iermone am- 
fcriptnm ocuHs tois fobjicerem, qui ab iftis cooatibai 
oeteros omnes icribendo non minns deterres, qaam 
fiiVendo exdtaveris. 

HVMANITATIS TVM 

^VLTOK DEVOTISSIMVS, 
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PAX GULIELMI AUSPICIIS EUROPA 
ilEDDITAy 1697. 

po9T<^rAM ingens damorqoe vir&m, (trepitaiqiM; 

tobarom* 
Atqac onuiis belli cecidit friagor; afpice Csdar^ 
Qas dbi (Bl6&n, turba Importuna^ poets 
Monei^ dedacapt : generofs a pedore flammae, 
Btneque armorum effigies, fimulachraque belli 
Tnftift difiiigiant : O tandem abiiile triiunphis 
£xpleti|s, penitufque animo totam excute Maitem* 

Non ultra ante oculos numerofo milite campi 
Mifi^ntur, folito nee fervent anra tiunultu ; 
Stat dicom alter quies, curvoque innixus aratro 
Defertas foflas, et caftra minantia cafiris 
Rnf^pu lAvertity tadta formidine luftrans 
HorroreiDqae loci> et funeftos ftragibus agros. 
Jamque fuper vallum et munimina longa virefcit 
Expedata feges, jam propugnacula rident 
Vere novo ; infaetos mirabitur mcola culmos, 
Laxariemqae ibji> et turgentem a fangaine mefiem. 

Afpida ttt toto excitus venit advena mundo 
B^Jomiii invifens fedem^ et confufa ruinis 
Op|uda, et everibs flammarum turbine mures ! 
Ut trepidos rerum Annales, triftemque laborum 
Inqoiri^ feriend^ attonids ut fpcdlat ocellis 
Semimtas turrcs, et adhuc pclkta cruore 
Fl^jgnoa^, fwioMquc Ormondi volaere gaxcii^^l . 
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Hic, ubi faxa jacent difperfo infedU cerebrOj 
Atque interrupds hifcunt divorda muris, 
Vexillum intrepidus • iixit, cui tempofa dudtim 
Badenfes palmse, peregrinaque laaru3 obambrat. 
Ble ruens aciem in mediam, qua ferrea grando 
Sparfa fuerit tifcuiti, et plumbi deniif&aius imbefj 
Sulphuream no6iem> tetrafqoe bitumine nube^ 
Ingredituf, crebroqiie rubeiitem ftdgufe famum. 
Ut vario anfra6tc« et disjedtis undiqUe faxis 
Mcenia difceduntj fcopulifque immane minantor 
Defuper horrificis, & fonnidabile pendent ! 

Hie peilem oCcoltaniy Sc foecuhdas fulphiire moles 
Cernere erat« magno quas inter inota tumultu 
Prselia fervebant ; fubito cum clauftra ftagore 
Horrendum di(rupta tonant^ femiufbque membra> 
Fumantefque artus, laniataque corpora lethum 
Corripit informe> et rotat ater in aethere turbo. 

Sic> poftquam Enceladi dejecit fulmine fratres 
Coelicol&m pater, et vetuit contemnere divos : 
Divulfam terras faciem, ingentefque rttinas 
Mortales fhipuere ; altum hinc mirantur abefie 
Pelion, invertique imis radidbus OfTam : 
Hie fluvium moles inter confufaque faxa 
Reptare* atque aliis difcentem currere ripis. 
Stant dubiiy et notos montes umbrafque reqtdrant^ 
Errore ambiguo elufi, et novitate locorum. 

Nempe hie Auriaci nuper vexilla fecutas 
Conflux;ere acies^ hie, afpera corda, Britanni, 
Germanufque ferox, et jundo fcedere Belga ; 

* HonontKTimus D. Dominu* Cv^ts, l^w:o ^t Ow«i^> !:<« 
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QoiqQe trad Boreae> et cgbIo damnatas iniquo 
Vitaqi agit in tenebris ; et qid dadum ore perafio 
Decolor- a^ou prpdit veiligia Phcebi : 
Undiqu^ cppveniuntj totum conTcripta per orbeni 
Agmina, NaiTovique latus fpcialibas armis 
Circumfufa tegunt^ fremitofque ^t marmura miicentj 
Tarn ys^rio disjunda £tu^ tot diflbna Unguis, 

Te tamen e mediis^ * Dudlor Fortiffimej, turmis 
EzQ^. Ta vitam (ii quid mea carmina poflunt) 
AcdpieSf pppulique encomia fera futari» 
Qoem yarias edoduni artes, ftudiifque Minervae 
Omnibas ornatum, Marti Rhedycin^ fiirenti 
Credjdit invita, et t^to fe jaflat alumno. 
Hone nempe ardorem^ atque immenfos pedbfis sAus 
Non jubar Ar Aoiim^ aut nofbi penuria cceli> 
$ed plaga torridior^ qua fol intentius omnes 
Effundit radios, todque obnoxia Phcebo 
IniHa prpgenuit, tenerifque incoxit ab annis 
Virtuteni immodicam, et generofae incendia mentis. 
Jam quoque torpentem qui infelix fufpicit Ardon^ 
Brnmajnque aeternam friguTque perambulat, urfs 
Horridus exuviis, Gulielmi ingentia fada 
Defcribit fodb, pugnataque in ordine bella 
Attentus numerate neque brumam aut frigora curat. 
En ! yiaftos nivium tradhis et pallida regna 
Deferit, imperio extremum f qui fubjidt orbem, 
Indigenafque fayemes, Britonumque Heroa pererrat 

* Infig' Dom. Chfiilo^* Codrmgtooy anus ex Regit Satel- 
lidl Pnpfeais. 
f MofcovUe Iniperator« 
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Lu2nii]fl>iis tadtis ; fubeimt nimc Mk MsBMiFctt 
Motaia* nunc tardo quae faflgdne pluHma AwdC 
Boinia^ nunc dabii palma indifcreta S«Befi. 
Qu^ fzacs, et quanta viri ! quo Tcrdce in asM- 
Afliirgit ! quali firmat vefHgia greflu, 
Mtge^te rudi, et torvo fpe6bibilis ore ! 

Sic olim Alcidesy immania membra Leohis 
Jnftratus fp6fiis> vaiU fe mole fereb^, 
Evandii amplexus dextramque adjungere dextrft 
Cum peteret> tedHfque ingens fuccederet ho^s* 

Dum pugnas, Gulielme^ tuas« campofque crneitfii 
Acdpit, in venis ebulHt vividus humor, 
Corda micant crebro, et mentem ferit aemdus ardor. 
^On jam Riphaeos hoftis populabitnr agros 
Impune, aut agitabit inultas Sarmata pnedas. 

Quis tamenilleprocul fremitus ! Quas mumrarayd^ 
NaiTovium ingeminant ! video cava littora circdm 
Ferverc remigibus, fubitifque albefcere vrfb. 
Anglia folve metus, et inanes mitte querelas, ' 

Kaflbvi fecura tui, defifte tumentes 
FrcJTpicere in fluftus animo fufpehfii, truceique 
Objurgare notos, tardamque requirere pupphn : 
Optatus tibi Cxfar adeft, nee nt ante videbts 
Sbllidtum belli fhidiis, fataHa Gallo 
Coniilia et tadtas verfantem in ptAore pngms^ 
OUi grata quies et pax tranqmlla rerendum 
Compofut vidtum, hetoTque alRant lmnoi«5« 

Ut denfi) jOKCu^i iie pUuimus agmine miles 
Agglomerat lateri ! ut patriam veterefque peoates 
Mefpicit exultans ! juvat oftentaxe ttcent^s 
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dcatrices, et vulneni cnida» notafqne - 
Tonam in£giies» afllataqne fulphure membnu ^ 
ra ftupet oonjux^ redadfqae incejta matid 
igat fiiciem ; trepida formidine proles 
procttlj et patrios horrefcit nefda vultiis^ 
graves cafus, duri et difcrimina belli 
merat» tumidifque inflaurat pnelia verbis, 
poflgqam in patriam fbecunda heroibus Arga 
rxeam attulerat pellem^ lanamque rigentem 
ifuit Graiis» et tortile velleris auram» 
ita terrifids infamia littora monftris 
ntnt, nuxto fpiraatem incendia fumo 
entem, vigilefqae feras^ plaufboque gementea- ; 
ko taoros^ et anhelos igne juvencos. 
t tamen* O quantis Gulielme erepte pericfis« 'i 
pimus reducem^ tibi Diva Britannia fundit , ") 
emque et proceres : medias quacunque per urb<gi 
ederis, crebrs conforgunt undique pompae^ 
iiaqne et plaofus : mixto ordine vixlgus euntem- 
amftat fremita denib : Tibi Jupiter annum 
IS invertit^ luces mirata ferenas 
t Hyemsj feftoque vacat ccelum omne triomplxk 
mqoe * Nepos dbi parvus adeft^ laetoque juvenbio 
Tn* et blando teftatur gaudia rifu. * 

atrios vigor atque elati gratia vultus 
xemn fpirant^ majeAatemque verendam 
idunt puero ! ut mater formofa fecenat f 

iftam frontem> et fublimia temp^at era! . 
)fco fadem ambiguamj mixtoique parentes. 

• CdiiiSinuf Pjiaeepi Dux Gloceftseil&u n '^ 
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nie tnzs, Gulielme^ ades, et tiiflia bella, 
Pugaaique innocua dttdum fob imagine luiit. 
Nunc indignant! iimilis fugidva poiillas 
Tcrga premit turmae, ct falfis. teirorilnis implct, 
Sternitque exiguum fido cognomine Galium. 
Nunc iimulat turres^ et propugnacula parva 
Nominibtts figiiat variis ; Tubitoque tumultu 
Sedulus infirmas arces, humilemque Namurcam • 
Diroit : interea generofse in pedtore iiammas 
AiTurgunt fenfim juveni^ notat ignis honeftas 
Purpureo fervore genas^ et amabilis horror. 

Quis tamen Auguftas immenfas in carmine pcnnpas 
Inllruet, in luteos ubi vulgo efiufa canales 
Vina rubcnt, variatque infedlas purpura fordes? 
Quis lapfus referet flellarum, et fidile ccelum« 
Qua laceram oftendunt redolentia compita chartamx 
Sdphuris exuvias, tubulofque bitumine caiTos? 

£n procul attonitam video clarefceris nodem 
Pulgore infolito ! nut undique lucidus imber, 
Flagrantefque hyemes ; crepitantia iidera paffim 
Scintillant^ totoque pluunt incendia ccelo. 
Nee minus id terris Yulcanus mille figuras 
Induit, ignivomafque feras> et fulgida monftra^ 
Terribiles vifu formas ! hie membra Leonis 
Hiipida mentitur, tortiique comantia flanimis 
Colla quatit^ rudtafque jubas ; hie lubricus Anguem 
Ludit» fubiiliens^ et multo fibilat igne. 

Lastitiam ingentem atque efFufa haec gaudia d^ 
Jam tandem fecurus agit, poiitoque timore 
Exercet ventos^ daffemque per \4um,a mundi 
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Irnpone odndt^ pelagoque licendas errat : 
Sea conftridta gelu^ mediifque horrenda Cancri 
Menfibus arva videt ; feu turgida malit olenti 
Tendere vela. noto« qua thurea flamina mifcet 
Edus, tjL placidis perfiindit odoribus auras. 

Vo8 animas illuftres heroum« umbraeque recentes> 
Qnaram tronca jacent et adhuc ftillanda crudis 
Corpora vulneribus, quibus haec optabilis orbi 
Parta qaies, nondum NaiTovo abdudte vefh-o 
Pkla.£attellitia» at folitis ftipate catervis 
I)odorem> et tenues drcum diffundite turmas. 
Tuque Maria^ tuos non unquam oblita Britannos^ 
Diva^ O padens magnum expefbu-e maritum, 
Ne terris Dominum invideas, quanquam amplius ilium 
Detineant^ longamque agitent fub vindice pacem. 



BAROMETRI DESCRIPTIO. 

QUA.. penetrat fbiTor teme cseca antra^ metallo 
^^Foecunda Informix rudibufque nitentia venis ; 
Dam fhipet occultas gazas, nummofque fiituros. 
Emit argend ladces^ niddumque liquorem ; 
Qm nnllo effiifus prodit veftigia tradu^ 
Nee terram £gno revolubilis imprimit udo» 
Sed fradus iparfim in globulos formam ufque rotundam 
Servat, et in teretes lapfans fe colHgit orbes. 
Incertum qua fit natura^ an negligat ultra 
Perfider^ jubar et maturus inutile temnat; 
Anpodus foils vis imperft&SL relinquat 
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Argentum male coAaitf, Ari^iakfie ftuente^i 
Qmcqmd crit, iftagno fe j^aat nob^ ttfti i 
Nee Deiis elfiilfit inagis a^eaabMis <^m. 
Cum Danaeii flatvd tironft pretioruff anbatt 
Ambiit^ et gmztti fuad^te Mbidme fof iMOi, 
Dtphiit srriguo Hqne^aimi Nmnen ia Autd. 

Qmn age, feme tabum fragaem, cui denfior aSf 
ExcluTud ; fimdo vitri ftibikbt in imo 
Argend ftagnum ; ttt plttvia impendetite meuSkan 
Mobile defcendat, vel c<mtra> nbi poftiibt 9shu^, 
Prodeat hinc laqaot tmttgtm, et rorfits inane 
Occnpet afeenfe* tdbitotiqite exeufrat m entnett. 

Jam ccefi faciem tempefbttefqne ftmiras 
Confcia lympha monct, bnimamque et frigora itarrtt* 
Nam qooties liquor infurgit, vitrcoqne canaH 
Sublatum nequeunt ripae cohibere priores ; 
Tum laetos fperare dies licet, arva fatentur 
^ftatem, et large diffidb lumliie rident^ 
Sin fefe immodicum attollens argenteus humor, 
£t nimitim opfttfljasf contendst ad ardus vkri^ 
Jam fithint herbs, jam feccos fiamma fences 
Excoquit, et hmgaent confuiiiCD prata virore* 

Cum vero tenaes nebttla» ^^ctda terr» 
Fundunt, et madidi fiditant fepeir «qif<Mfa ffimi^ 
Pabula Venturas pkviaB ; t«m fttlUe pottdas 
Inferi^a petit ; nee eertior ardea ccskt 
Indicat humentes, medias quando sBthfrii eras 
Tranando, eraffa frttstur fublimitts aura, 
Dlfcudt et Jnadidis rorantia nttbila peim. 
Nunc guttx agglomenkivt) d^f^^<t;t^ fnij^^fifent 
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Pardculas^ rarufque in nimbum cogitur humor : 
Plata virent, fegetem foecundis imbribus aether 
Irri^t, ct bibular radid alimenta iiiiai&^. 
Qmn ubi plus aequo defcendens uda metalli 
Pandum amat^ impatiens pluviae^ jnetuenfque pro* 

cellam^ 
Jlgikobe eaTcait ; noft hoc iniptne cotonts 
Afpidt; oflendet mox fceta vaporibus aura 
Colledtes hyemes^ tempeftatemque fonoram. 
At licet argentum mde incumbente levatum 
Sobfidat^ penitufque imo fe condat in alveo» 
Caetera qpi^^ue tument ; everiis £umina ripis 
Expatiata ruunt^ fpumandbns xfhiat undis 
Diluvium^ rapidique eiTufa licentia pontL 

Nulla tacet fecreta poli mirabile vitrum» 
Quin varios coefi vuhus et temppra proc^t. 
Ante refert» quando tenui velamine tutus 
Incedes^ quando fperabis frigidus ignem. 

Augurio hoc (retus, quanquam atri nubila coeli 
Dirumpunt obici|ra diem, pluviafque minantur ; 
Machina fi neget^ et fudum promittat apertum> 
Attdax carpat iter nimbo pendente viator ; 
Nee metuens imbremj pofcentes meiTor ariftas 
Proftemut : terras jam bruma incumbit inermis, 
Frigoraque haud aocitura cadunt, feriuntque paratos. 
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nrrMAio-rEPANOMAXiA, 

S I V E 

PR^LIITM INTER PYGM-ffi08s 
ET GRUES COMMISSUM. 

pENNATAS aciesy et lamentabile bellum 

Pygm^adum refero : parvas tQ> Mufa^ cohortea 
Inilrue ; tu gladiosj mortemque minanda roftra* 
OfFenTofque Grues^ indignantefque puiillam 
Militiam celebra; volucnunquehominumque'tttmultus* 

Heroum ingentes animos et triflia bella 
Pieridum labor exhaufitj verfuque fbnoro 
Juffit et aeterna numerorum affurgere pompa : 
Quis ledtos Graium juvenes, et torva tuentem 
Thefea, qvds pedibus velocem ignorat Achillem? 
Quern dura Mnex certamina, quem Gulielmi 
Gefta latent ? Fratres Thebani, et flebile fatum 
Pompeii quem non delaflavere legentem ? 
Primus ego intadas acies> gracilemque tubarum 
Carmine depingam fonitum, nova cafbra fecutus ; 
Exiguofque canam pugiles, Gruibufque malignos 
Heroas> nigrifque ruentem e nubibus hoftem. 

Qua folis tepet ortu, primitufque diei 
India lasta rubet, medium inter inhofpita faxa 
(Pcrpkddgm vallem» et pauci& accefia vireta) 
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VygBMan quondam fteterat^ dum fata iinefoant, 
Ifflperiimik Hinc varias vitam excoluere per artes 
SeioH, et affidoo fervebant arva popello. 
None fi quis dura evadat per faxa viator, 
Defertofque lares, et valles offibus albas 
I Eadgids videt, et veftigia parva ftupefcit. 
Defolata tenet vi^x impune volucris 
Regna, et fecuro crepitat grus improba nido : 
Non lie, dum multos fletit infuperabilis annos 
Parvula progenies ; tum, fi quis cominus ales 
Congredi, et immixtse auderet fe credere pugnse, 
Mifes atrox aderat> Tumptifque feroculus armis 
Stemithumi volucrem moribundam, humerifque reportat 
Ingemtem prsdam ; cq^oque epulatur in hoile. 
Sxpe improvifas madabat, faepe juvabat 
Diripere aut nidum, aut ulcifci in prole parentem. 
Nempe larem quoties multa conftruxerat arte, 
Aut uteri pofuiffet onus, volucremque futuram ; 
Contmuo vultu fpirans immane minad 
Omni^ vaflaret miles, foetufque necaret 
If^meritos, vitamque abrumperet imperfeftam^ 
Cum tepido nondum maturuit hoitis in ovo. 

Hinc caufse irarum, bella hinc, fatalia bella, 
Atqiie ades letho intentae, volucrumque virumque 
Comniiira fbages, confufaque mortis imago. 
Non tantos motus, nee tam memorabile bellum, 
Msonius quondam fublimi carmine vates 
Luiit ; , ubi totam ib-epituque armifque paludem 
Mif^uit: hie (vifu miferabile!) corpora murum 
Sparfa jacent junds transfixa, hie guttuxe i;2Lw:<g( 
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Rana4olet, pedibiifipie abfiaflb popUte ^nik 
Repeat hxaai, (d&us nee (ek fakUius <fiert, 

Jamque dtes Pff obso aderat, quo teanpove ^aeC 
Pcenituit fo&ms, ifita£hi(|ae maiok <wa. 
Nam fuper Ms aocenia gr«v«s exarfit ia ira^ 
Grus ftomachaus ; omndqjae fiiral^ qoas Strfm^mwisip 
Aut ftagnum Mas^oddis, km smt «da Ca^rftii 
Prata teoent, adfimt ; Scy thicaiqiie ezcka palipde^ 
£t con)iirxto rokcris defcendk ab lltoa. 
Strageique bnmcii£is et valaera cogatat abfens^ 
Exacuitqiae nngoes ifUnt medkatsi temnm^ 
£t roflnun parat zcxe, fugasqoe aocomaiQciat aks* 
Tantas amor beUi, et vindidse arre& oupido. 
Ergo ubi ver aa&is ptopiiisniy fiipenfes in ako 
Aerc concuffis exerckns oblb^k aiis* 
Terraeque immenTos tra^s8> femotaque longe 
.^uora defpicisisty Box>eamqae et oobiia trana&t 
Jnnujneri : crebno dbrcum tngens Anduat xther 
Flamine> et affiduus mifcet cceiiun omne tunudtos* 

Nee minor in terrk steins^ dam beHa faceffit 
Impiger, kltitui^ue agmen, ^rmatqae phdaagas, 
£t furit arrepds animoiufi itomfancio telis : 
Donee tunna duas eompofta excurat in aias, 
Oniirabiiique freqara«> et marte inftr-udla perito. 

Jamqoe aeies inter medias fefs ardtms Mert 
Pygmaednm dui^or, qm majeftate verendw 
Inceffuque gravis r^^uos ifepereminet ommes 
Mole gigantea, mediamquc aifergit m tikiam. 
Tornor alpedu (hoftflis nam infcidpfcrat imgmi 
Ore cicatrices) vukuqjiic ofteetoxWidfta 
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SofbonHn igttft» «t cnidos in pedorc morfos* 
Imniortaliodio, astermftpe exercuit iris 
Alitnuni gmfeeaiy Bon ilium in-line volucrii 
Aut OBt^ sot pedibus peterec confiTos jhdmicit^ 
Fatalem iqnotiet Gruibus diftrinxerat enfenij 
Tnmcavitqae aks> cdenque fugam abflnlit kofti : 
Qoot fecit ftrages ! quae nudls fnwfirz pnil]< 
Intulit^ Hen ! quodes implevit Strymona fletu! 

Jaaiqae procul (ba«6 auditur, piceamque vdafitum 
Pioipe6U&t nubem bdliimque hofteTque ferentem. 
Crebrefdt tandem, atqae ocuUs fe plurimtu ofiert 
Oidinibtts fctidufi variis exercitus itigens 
Alituum, motxfqvie evetitilat aera peimis^ 
Tufba polum replet, fpedeqne immanis obnnbrat 
Agmina Pygmsorum, et den(a in nubibus kxret : 
Nunc denia> at patriis mox reddita rarior oris. 
Belli ardent ftndio Pygmad, et lumine fanro 
Sufpiciiint iu)ftem ; otc ioogum tempus, et iogens 
Tnrfaa Gruum horrifico (efe iiiper agmina kpCii 
Prascipitat gravis, et beilum fperantibas infert : 
Fit fragor ; arulTae roUtant circum aera plumap. 
Mox defeiTa iterum levibus fefe eripit alis, 
Et vires reparata iterum petit impete terras. 
Armoram pendet fortuna : hie fixa vdHcris 
Cufpide, fanguineo ieie fiiribunda rotatu 
Torqttet agens circum, roftrumque iatendit in boftem 
Imbeile, et curvos in morte recoUigit upgues^ 
Pygmaei bic ftillat kntus de vulnere fangms, 
Singultofipe ciet crebros, pedibufque pofillifi 
Tundit hiammo, ^ moriens ungocm exfiCi%X»x «£»&S3S^* 
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^fluat omne folum ilrepitu^ tepidoque nibefdt '■ 
Sanguine^ fparguntur gladii, fpargimtur et alacj 
Unguefque et digiti, commiiUqiie rofba lacertis. 

Pygmxadam fsvit, mediifque in millibas ardet 
Da£ior^ quern late hinc atque hinc pereuntia cingunt 
Corpora fofa Gruom ; mediaque in morte vagatar« 
Nee plaufu alarum, nee roib-i concidit idu. 
lUe Gruum terror, ilium deniiflima circum 
Mifcetur pugno, et bellum omne laborat in uno : 
Cum, fubito appulfus (iic Di voluere) tumultu 
Ex.inopino ingens et formidabilis ales 
Comprendit pedibus pugnantem ; et (triHe relata) } 
Suflulit in coelum ; bellator ab unguibus hsret 
Pendulus, agglomerat flrepitu globus undique denfqs 
Alituum ; fruiba Pygmasi lumine moedo 
Regem inter nubes lugent, folitoque minorem 
Heroem afpiciunt gruibus plaudentibus efcam. 

Jamque recrudefcit bellum, grus defuper urget 
Pygmaeum roftro, atque hollem petit ardua morfu ; 
Tum fugit alta volans ; is furfum brachia jadat 
Vulneris impatiens, et inanes faevit in auras. 
Talis erat belli fades, cum Pelion ingens 
Mitteret in ccclum Briareus, folioque tonantem 
Praedpitem excuteret ; fparguntur in aethere toto 
Fulminaque fcopulique : flagrantia tela deorfum 
Torquentur Jovis a6ta manu, dum vafta gigantum 
Corpora fufa jacent, femiuftaque fulphure fumant. 

Viribus abfumptis penitus Pygmeia tandem 
Agmina languefcunt ; ergo pars vertere terga 
Horribili percuUa metu, pars toUere vocem 
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igaam ; late popolus cubitalis oberrat. 
tant a tergo volucres^ lacerantque trahantqne 
mites, certae gentem extirpate nefandam. 
>ic Pygmaea domus multos dominata per annosi 
tbelUs defun&SLy gruum tot Ixta triumphis, 
aditos interiit : nempe exitus omnia tandem 
rtas regna manet> font certi denique fines, 
osiiltra tranfire nefas : iic corroit olim 
yrix imperium, iic magnae Perfidis imis 
libns everfum eft, et majus utroque Latinum. 
^ valles nunc agmine loftrat inani, 
veterum Heroum mifcetur grandibus umbris 
bs parva : aut, fi quid fidei mereatur anilis 
)alai paftores per nodtis opaca pufillas 
pe vident umbras, Pygmaeos corpore cafTos. 
m ificura gruum, et veteres oblita labores, 
ddae penitus vacat, indalgetque choreis, 
guftofque terit calles, viridefque per orbes 
rba levis falit, et lemurum cognomine gaudet. 



lESURRECTIO 

.DELINEATA 
AD ALTARE COL. MAGD. OXON. 

SREGios fudtradlus, calamique labores, 
Sorgentefque hominum formas, ardentiaque ora 
iicb, et fimulachra modis pallentia miris, 
rribilem vifu pompam, tu carmine Mufa 
»de novo, vatique facros accende furores. 
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Olim plamtieia (qoam waaac fodttidn coIoorBit 
Infigak pidurt) iahoadto et fioifiiiQe odtft 
Veftiit albedo, fed <ie rkoft uUa prionm 

Subibavic pidor tabuls^ httmoreaiqtte fequaooBi 
Per muroc traxk; velaauae aM^nia craflb 
Squallent obduda, et rodionbus illka focis. 

Utque (polo nondum ftellk falgendbus apto) 
Ne fpado jnoles inunenia dehifcat inam> 
Per cava ooelonim, et convexa padentia lale 
Hinc atque hinc interfiifus flaitarerat astber; 
Mox radiante novum torreb^ lamioe mandum 
Titan, et pallens alienos mkius ignea 
Cynthia vibcabat ; crebris nunc confitas afyu 
ScintiUare poius, none fidgor Ladeus omne 
Diffluer^ in coelam, longoque aibeicere tra6tiu 

Sic, operis poftquam lufit primordia pidor. 
Dam fordet paries, nnUnmque fatetur ApcUem, 
Caude$ exercet calamos, atque arte tenacem 
iConfundit vifcum, fuccofque attemperat, omnes 
Jnducit tandem formas ; apparet ubique 
Mula cohors, et pidurarum vulgus inane. • 

Aligeris muri vacat om fuprema miniftris, 
Sparfaque per totam c<sle^s tarba tabellam 
Raucos infpirat lituos, buccafque tumentes 
Inflat, et attonitum replet clangoribus orbem. 
De^db fonus audkur, tabulamque per imam 
Pi6la granrefcit htimus, terris emergit apcrtis 
Progenies rcdiviva, et plurima forgit imago. 
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$k, dam ibeciiiii& Cadtniis dat feowui Mcis, 
Terra tnmet fyggn an i, aaunataqoe gkba labortt, 
Luxuriatur ager iegete fpirante^ caiefcit 
Omne Uttim, creiciu|ue «4ror«ii prodiga nefis* 

Jaa ftivm ymu ierrsB ^B^rTa per ens, 
Sive inter venas teneri concreta nietaJS, 
Senfim diriguk, 4e« £^ immHcuk lierbtSy 
Eqiiicka C&. ; molem mrfas coatefek tn mtam 
Bivifam faaiis» fpaiibs prior aHigat artvts 
Jandura, aptaAtnnfue itenm coeonda «iembra« 
Hie noodnm ipecie perfeda reiurgk imago> 
Valtum troDcata* atque inhonefto ¥«dnere nares 
Manca^ et adkuc deeft in^nm de corpore nudtixm* 
Paolatia in rigidua Uc vita infiiiiiata cadarer 
Mota 2dgto ¥ix dum rediTHros enfft artus. 
Inidt liM korror vwhws, et Imagifle teta 
Fafa per attonitam pallet Ibrraido figurain. 

Detrahe ^aki ecfilos ipe^ator, et, ora mtenten 
Si poterint perferre diem^ mediom infpice nranni^ 
Q^ fedet <Mta Deo proles^ Deas 4p(e» fereno 
Lamine perfofiis, radufqae kifperfas acutis. 
Circum tranquiHae ftmduntar tempora Anmmx, 
Regius ore vigor fpirat, mtet ignis oceHis, 
Plurimaque efFcdget majeftas nomine toto. 
Qttantttm ^MxaSlts, quantum o ! mutatus ab iDo» 
Qui peccata lott cniciatus non &a> Titam 
Qoando lu^antem cundata morte traliebat ! 
Sed fruiba volait defimftum Gdgotha numen 
Condere, dum Ti£bi fatorum lege triuniphans 
Nadrum petik coelum> et foper aediera verbis 
De/pexit lanam mguam, iblemcpB nnxvoTem^ 
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Js^n latus effbiTumi et palmas oflendit utraiqae; 
y^ufque infixum pede« davorumque recepta 
Sijg^na, et tranfadti quondam veitigia ferri. 
UmbrsB hue felices tendunt, numerofaque coelos 
Turba petunt> atque immortalia dona capefTunt. 
Matres, et longas nunc reddita corpora vitas 
Infantum^ juvenes, pueri> innuptaeque puellae 
Stant circum> atque avidos jubar immortale bibentei 
Afiigunt oculos in numine : laudibus xther 
Jntoi^at, et laeto ridet coelum omne triumpho. 
His amor impatiens conceptaque gaudia mentem 
Funditus exagitant, imoque in peftore fervent. 
Non aeque exultat flagranti corde Sibylla, 
Hofpite cum tumet inclufo, et praecordia fentit 
Mota Dei flimulis, nimioque calentia Phoebo. 

Quis tamen ille novus perftringit lumina fulgor I . 
Quam Mitra effigiem diftinxit piftor, honefto 
Surgentem e tumulo, alatoque fatellite fultam ? 
A|;nofco faciem> vultu latet alter in illo 
• Wainfletus, fic ille oculos, iic ora ferebat : 
Eheu quando animi par invenietur imago ! 
Quando alium fimilem virtus habitura !— 
Irati innocuas fecurus numinis iras 
Afpicit, impavidofque in judice figit ocellos. 

Quin age, et horrentem commixtis igne tenebris 
Jam videas fcenam ; multo hie ftagnantia fuco 
Mcenia flagrantem liquefadlo fulphure rivum 
Fingunt, et falfus tanta arte accenditur ignis, 
Ut toti metuas tabulae, ne flamma per omne 
Livida ferpat opus, tenuefque abfumpta recedat 

* Coll. Magd. Fundator. 
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m^iii'ciiieres^ propms pentma feviDis, 

tmlMi mfHix agitar, tarps^ae Tideii 
mdet dentes^ et rogis contrahit onu 
lex i tergo implacabile faevit^ et enfem 
Quemn yibraiis ade flagrante fedcfjot 

Pandifias iterum depelHt ab ons. 
I ! fjpad agat triflis ? Qao fe coslcftibos iris 
tnkat ? O ! qoantnm vellet nunc asthere in ako 
atem colere I at tandem fofpina dodt ' 
jDcqoam^ et (ero in lacrymas effunditor ; ol^ant 
es non revocandx^ et inezorabile nomen^ 
|buii varias aperit veneres jndora ! periti 
t caland kgunas vefiigia ! quanta colorom 
tia fe profert ! tales non difcolor Iris 
adat^^vario com lamine floridns imber 
t nittt tDCo> et gntta fdntillat in omni. 
^ foci nitor, O pulchri dorate colores ! 
; pidnra, tax langnefcat gloria formx, 
B bcem videas^ qnalem cxpsmus ipQi, fnpremaou 
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c vin graminea in latum fefe explicat seqoor 
Plamdes* vacuoqoe ingens patet area campo» 
I fidem nondom fiunantia prata fatentor 
torn* et tmnidx pendent in gramine gattse> 
X)ba £dx nodis parva incrementa prioris 
cat« exigoam radens a cefpite meflem : 
. mota affidtto £unun veriktile terram 



Deprimit extxatetas et fiffgcntes atterit kerbos, 
Lignea percttfnmt trematyfem t«rba pal^ilram 
UndU, nitens dco, formac qvilHis effc rotttndse 
Artificis ferrvn clodcr3t> fkci^Hijac inofTcn. 
Ne taxnen ofendbml incauti errore globorum, 
Qaasque fuis inctfa notis ibt fphaera; fed Unas 
Hanc Yvk, qose infklb multsm incHnata metallo 
V^tinir in gyros, ct iniquo tramhe carrh ; 
Qmn alii divcrfa placet, qnam pardus tirget 
PIttinbea vit, mot oque finit procedere redo* 

Poftquam idco m partes turbam difSnxcrat aqoas 
Confilium, a«t £on; quifqtte ftiis acdngitnr anais. 
Evolat orbictiltis, qtta curfbm meta fiitiinim 
Defignat ; jaftique legens veftigia, primam. 
Qui certamen init, rphaeram demhtit, at ilia 
Leniter effda, cxigmnn quod duck in orbem, 
Radit iter, donee fenfim primo impete feffo . 
Subiiftat : fabito globus emicat aher et alter. 

Mox abi ftrndnntnr late agmina crebra minorem 
Sparfa per orbiculum, ftipantque frequentia metam, 
Atque negant faciles aditus ; jam cautius exit, 
£t leviter iefe mfinnat revolabile Bgnudi. 
At fi forte globum, qui mifit, fpedtat inertem 
Serp^«, et impreiTum fiAfito languefcere inotiun» 
Pone ttrget fphserae vefBgia, et anxxns infbtt, 
Objurgatque moras, currentiqne imminet arH. 
Atque Qt fegms hones dextrie fetvetur, iniquam 
Incufat terrain, ac furgentem in mannore nodnm. 

Nee riftts tacnere, globus cum volvitur adtas 
Infami jadu> attt mmom relBgia plambtmi 
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Allidt, et fphsram a redo trahit infita virtus. 
Turn qui projecit, ftrepitus effundit inanes. 
It, variam in fpeciem didorto corpore^ falibs 
Inociepat errores> et dat convitia ligno. 
Sjlkxra fed^ irarum temnens ludibria^ coeptum 
Pergititer, nollifi^ue moYttur furda querelis. 

lUa tamen laudes fummumque meretur honorem^ 
Qose non ^umpit currum^ abilftitque moveri. 
Donee turbam ititer crebram dilapfa fupremum 
Perfedt ftadium^ et metas inclinata recumbit. 
Hoitis at hacrentem orbiculo detrudere fphaeram 
Certat, luminibnfquc viam iignantibus omnes 
Intcndit vires, et miffile fortiter urget : 
Evolat addudto non fegnis fphaera lacerto. 

Haud ita profilicns Eleo carcerc pernix 
Auriga invehitur> cum raptus ab axe citato 
Currentefque doxxtos videt> et fugientia tedta. 

Si tamen in duros, obftrnfta fatellite muko^ 
Ifflpingat focios, confundatque orbibus orbes ; 
Tom fervet bili^> fortunam damnat acerbam^ 
Atque deos atqae aftra vocat crudelia 

Si vero incurfus fadles, aditumque patcntcm 
Inveniat, partoquc hoftis fpofietur honore : 
Torba fremit confufe, foMlque frequentibus, cuge, 
Exclamant focii; plaufu ftrcpit omne viretum. 

Interea feffos inimico Sirius aftro 
Corripit, et falfas cxudant corpora gtrttas ; 
Lcnia jam Zephyri fpirantes frigora, ut umbra 
Captantur, viituquc SucM abftcrgitur humor. 
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D. D. H A N N E S, 

INSIGNISSIMUM MEDICUM ET FOETAM. 

•X qui canoro blandius Orpheo 
Vocale ducis carmen, et exitu 
Feliciore luftuoiis 

Saspe animatn revocas ab umbris> 
Jam feu folutos in numerum pedes 
Cogis, vel aegrum et vix animae tenax 
Corpus tueris, feu cadaver 
Luminibus penetras acuds ; 
Opus relinquens eripe te morae^ 
Frontemque curis folicitam explica^ 
Scyphumque jucundus require 
Purpureo gravidum Lyaco. 
Nunc plena magni pocula poflules 
Memor Wilhelmi> nunc moveat fitim 
Minifter ingens, imperique 
Prsiidium baud leve> Montacutus> 
Omitte tandem trifle negotium 
Gravefque curas, heu nimium pius ! 
Nee caeteros cautus mederi 
Ipfe tuam minuas falutem> 
Fruftra cruorem pullibus incitis 
Ebullientem pollice comprimis, 
Attentus explorare venam 
Qgae febris exagixeX x.\xmtti\&xEi\ 
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Fruib-a liquores quot chemica cxpedit 
Fornax, et error fanguinb, et vigor 
Innatus herbis te fatigant : 
Serius aat cidus fepulcKro 
Debemur omnes, vitaque deferet 
Expulfa morbis corpus inhofpitum, 
Lentumque deflebunt nepotes 
(Relliquias animae) cadaver. 
Manes videbis tu quoque fabulas 
Quos paudores fecerit ars tua ; 
Suumque vidorem viciffim 
Sabjidet libitina vidlrix. 
Decurrit illi vita beatior 
Quicunque lucem non nimis anxius 
Reddit moleftam, urgetque curas 
Sponte fua fatis ingruentes ; 
Et quern dierum lene fluendum 
Deledlat ordo> vitaque mutuis 
Felix amicis, gaudiifque 
Innocuis bene temperata. 
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MACHINiE GESTICULANTES, 

A NG L I CB 

A PUPPET-SHOW^ 

ADMiRANDA cono kvkim fpedlacula reium^ 

Exiguam g,entetn> et vacuum fine mente popellom; 
Quern, non furreptis cceli de fornice flammis, 
Innocua melior fabricaverat arte Prometheus. 

Compita qua rifu ifervent, glomeratq^ue tiimi^tQm 
Hiihio, deledbtque inhiantem fcommate turbam; 
Quotquot laetitiae fludio aut novitate tenentur, 
Undique congrefli permifTa fedilia complent. 
Nee confufus honos ; nummo fubfellia cedunt 
Diverfo, et varii ad pretium Hat copia fcairaii. 
Tandem ubi fubtrahitur velamen, lumina paffim 
Anguflos penetrant aditus, qua plurima vifum 
Fila fecant, ne, cum vacuo datur ore feneftra, 
Pervia fraus pateat : inox ftridula turba penates 
Ingreditur pidlos, et moenia fquallido fuco. 
Hie humiles inter fcenas, anguftaque clauftra^ 
Quicquid agunt homines, concurfus, bella, tsiumphosi 
Ludit in exiguo plebecula parva theatro. 

Sed praeter reliquos incidit Homundo rauca 
Voce ftrepens ; major fubnedit fibula veftem, 
Et referunt vivos errantia lumina motus ; 
In ventrem tumet immodicum ; pone eminet ingens 
A tergo gibbus ; Pygmaeum territat agmen 
Major, et immanem miratur turba giga^tem* 
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ic magna fretos nude, imparibafqae lacerti» 
wBhs, gracili ja£lat convida ynlgo, 
: crebro folvit> kpidam caput, ora cachiniio. 
aanquam res agitur folenni feria }>oinpa, 
>eroit (bllicitum intra^biUs ille tumulmm^ 
t rifu importunus adeft, atqae omnia tarbat. 
ec raro invadit moUes, pidamque protenro 
re petit nympkam, invitoque dat oicola Hgno. 
Sed comitam valgus diverfis membra fatigant 
odis, et vario lafcivit mobile faltu. 
Sacpe etiam gemmis rudla, et fpedbibilis auro, 
Ignea gens prodit> nitidirque fuperbit in offais. 
am, qtioties fefbm celebrat fub imagine lucem« 
rdine compofito nympkamm incedit honeftum 
gmen, et exigui proceres, parrique quirites. 
fpaxos credas poiitis mitefcere bellis, 
unque, infenfa gruum temnentes prselia, tutos 
■dolgere jocis, teneriique vacare choreis. 
Tak«, com soedio labiftatnr fidera coelo, 
irvi fubfiilimt; lemures, p(^altt^ue paiillu^ 
iftivos, redietis fiia per veftigia, gyros 
Qcit, et angaftom crebro pede pulfitat orbem. 
ane patent gre(!«s ; hie fuccos terra feraces 
Xidpit, in moltam pubentia gramma fwgunt 
ixoriem, teneriique virefcit circolus hcrbis. 
At non tranquillas nulla abdnmt nubila luces, 
epe gravi furgunt bella, horrida bella tumultu, 
rma cient truci^enta cohors, placidamque quietem 
irampunt pugnae ; ufque adeo injBncera yoluptas 
mnibus, et miibe caftigant gaudia curas. 
m gladii, tubulique ingeflo fulphuxe fad 
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Protenfaeque kaftxy fulgendaque arma^ minasque 
Telorum ingentes fubeunt ; dant clauftra fragorem 
Horrendum, ruptae Ihidente bitumine chartae 
Confufos reddunt crepitus, et fibila mifcent. 
Sternitur omne folum pereunribus ; undique caefae 
Apparent turmae, civilis crimina belli. 

Sed poilquapi infanus pugnas deferbuit x^us, 
Exuerintque truces animos, jam marte fugato, 
Diverfas repetunt artes,. curafque prior es. 
Nee raro prifci heroes, quos pagina facra 
Suggerit, atque olim peperit felicier aetas. 
Hie parva redeunt fpecie. Cano ordine cemas 
Antiques prodire/ agmen venerabile, patres-. 
Rugis fulcantur vultus, prolixaque barbae 
Canities mento pendet : ilc tarda fenedus 
Tithonum minuit, cum moles tota cicadam 
Induit, in gracilem fenlim collefta figuram. 
Nunc tamen unde genus ducat, quae dextra latente: 
Suppeditet vires, quem pofcat turba moventem, 
Expediam. Trunces opifex et inutile lignum 
Cogit in humanas fpecies, et robore natam 
Progemem telo efFormat, nexuque tenaci 
Crura %at pedibus, humerifque accommodat arm( 
Et membris membra aptat, et artubus infuit artus. 
Tunc habiles addit trochleas, quibus arte pufillum 
Verfat onus, molique manu famulatus inerti 
Sufficit occultos motus, vocemque miniftrat. 
His flruda auxiliis jam machina tota peritos 
Ollendit fulcos, duri et veftigia ferri : 
Hinc falit, atque agili fe fublevat incita motu, 
Vocefque cmittit tenues, ctwotv fua verba. 
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D. THO. BURNETTUM, 

SACRA THEORIA TELLURIS AUCTOREM. 

TUT N ufitatuih carminis alitem, 

Barnette^ pofcls^ non humiles modos : 
Vulgare pledlrum, languidaeque 
Refpuis officium camcenae. • 

Tu mixta rerum femina confbiasy 
Molemque cernis difToclabilexn, 
Tcrramque concretam, et latcntem 
Oceanutn grcmio capaci : 
Dum veritatem quaerere pertinax 
Ignota pandis, follicitus parum 
Ucunque ftet commune vulgi 
Arbitrium et popnlaris error. 
Aaditur ingens continuo fragor, 
lUapfa tellus lubrica deferit 
Fundamina, et compage fradbi 
Suppofitas gravis urget undas. 
Impulfus erumpit medias liquor> 
Terras aquarum efFufa licentia 
Claudit viciffim ; has inter orbae 
Relliquix fluitant prioris. 
Nunc et reclufo carcere lucidam 
Balaena fpedat folis imaginem, 
Stellafque miratur nutantes, 
£t tremulas fimulacra lunae. 
Quse pompa vocum non imitabilis ! 
Qwdis adefcit fpiritua ingeni \ 
H 3 
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Ut tollis undas ! ut frementem 
Diluvii reprimis tumultum ! 
Qws tarn volenti peftore ferreus 
Ut non tfemifcens et timido pede 
Incedat, orbis dum dolofi 
Detegis inftabiles ruinas ? 
Qgin haec cadentum fragmina moBtium 
Natura vultum fumere fimplicem 
^ Coget refingCBs, in priorem 

Mox iterum reditura formam* 
Nimbis rubei^t«m fulphureis Jovem 
Cemas ; ut udis fsevit atrox hyems 
Incendiis^ commune mundo 
£t populis meditata buftum ! 
Nudus liquentes plorat Athos nives, 
Et mox liqaefcens ipfe adamantinum 
Fundit Cficumen> dum per imas 
Saxa fluant refbluta valles. 
Jamque alta coeli moenia corruunt, 
£t veftra tandem pagina (proh nefas I) 
Buroettje, veftra augebit igne$, 
Heu focio perituro mundo. 
Mox squa tellus> mox fubitus viror 
Ubique rident : En teretem globum I 
En laeta verp^te« Favoul 
Flamin^s perpetuoique fhures! 
O pedus inge];i8 ! O animum gravem 
Mundi capacem ! £i bonus auguror, 
Te> noAra quo tdlu$ fuperbitj 
Acci^iet reoovatft eiveoi. 
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TRANSLATIONS. 



HORACE, Book III. Odb III- 

%uftu8 had a defign to rebuild Troy and make it thi mttn" 
poll's of the Roman empire, havmg doleted fetcral fc&Mvrt 
on theprojed : Horace is fuppofed to have written the Uiiomi- 
10; ode on this occafioa. 

'pH E man refolvM and fteady to his trull. 

Inflexible to ill, and obflinately jnft, 
Way the rude rabble^s infolence deCftfe, 
Their fenfelefs damoars and tumitltoOQS cries ; 
The tyrant's fiercenefs he bqpiiles. 
And the ftfcm brow, and the harlh voice defies. 
And with faj^rior g^reatnefs fmiles. 

"Not the rongh whirlwiiid, that deforms 
Adrians l>Iack gulf, and vexes it with ft<tfihs. 
The ftnbbom vihue of his fool can move ; 
Nor the red arm' of angr^ Jove, 
That flings the thunder from the fky. 
And gives it rage to roar, and fbength to Ry, 

Should the whole frame of nature round him break. 
In rqin and confufion hurl'd. 
He, unconcem'd, would hear the mighty crack, 
An4 (land fecure anudft a falUng woxld. 
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Such were the godlike arts that led 
Bright Pollux to the bleft abodes ; 
Such did for great Alcides plead. 
And gain'd a place anrong the gods ; " 

Where now Auguftus, mixt with heroes, lies. 
And to his lips the nedar bowl applies : 
His ruddy lips the purple tindure ihow. 
And with immortal ftains divinely glow. 

By arts like thefe did young Lyasus rife : 
His tigers drew him to^the ikies ; 
Wild from the defert and unbroke. 
In- vain they foam'd, in vain they ftar'd. 
In vain their eyes with fury glar'd ; 
He tam'd them to the lafh, and bent them to the yoke. 

Such were the paths that Rome's great founder trod. 
When in a whirlwind fnatch'd on high. 
He ihook oiF dull mortality. 
And loft the monarch in the god. 
Bright Juno then her awful iilence broke. 
And thus th' aflembled deities befpoke. 

Troy, fays the goddefs, perjur'd Troy has felt 
The dire eifedls of her proud tyrant's guilt ; 
The towering pile, and foft abodes, 
Wall'd by the hand of fervile gods. 
Now fpreads its ruins all around. 
And lies inglorious on the ground. 
An umpire partial and unjuft. 
And a lewd woman's impious luft. 
Lay heavy on her head, and funk her tp the duft. 

Since falfe Laomedon's tyrannic fway. 
That dard defraud th' immorta\s o£ tltvtvt ^^-^^ 
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ruardian gods renounc'd their patronage^ 

vould the fierce invading foe repel ; 

y refentment, and Minerva's 'rage, 

guilty king and the whole people fell. 

low the long-protradled wars are o*cr, 

oft adulterer fhines no more ; 

ore does Hedor's force the Trojans fhield, 

drove whole armies back, and fingly clear'd the 

' vengeance fated, I at length refign [field. 

fars his offspring of the Trojan line : 

ic'd to godhead let him rife, 

ake his ftadon in the ikies ; 

; entertain his raviih'd fight 

fcenes of glory, fields of light ; 

with the gods immortal wine, 
be adoring nations croud his fhrine. 
5 thin remains of Troy's afHi6^ed hoft, 
:ant realms may feats unenvy'd find, 
lourifti on a foreign coaft ; 
r be Rome from Troy disjoin'd, 
v'd by feas, from the difaftrous ihore, 
endlefs billows rife between, and ftorms mi« 

number'd roar. 
I let the curft detefted place 
; Priam lies, and Priam's faithlefs race, 
^er'd o'er with weeds, and hid in grafs. 

let the wanton flocks unguarded (bay ; 
'hile the lonely fliepherd fings, 
d the mighty ruins play, 
rifk upon the tombs of Idngs^ 
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Maytigers there, and all the faVage kind^ 
Sad folitary haunts ahd iilent deferts find ; 
In gloomy vaults, and nooks of palaces. 
May th' uAmolefted lionefs 
Her brinded v^elps fectorely lay. 
Or, coucht, in dreadful flmabet-s wafte the duf. 

While Troy in heaps of ruins lies, 
Aoih'e and the Roman Capitc^ ihaU rife ; 
Tk* illuftrious exiles unc(»ifin'd 
Shall triumph far and near, and rule mankind* 

In vain the fea's intruding tide 
Europe from Afric ihall divide. 
And part the fever'd world in two : 
Through Afric's fands their triumphs they fhall (fft 
And the long train of vi&ories purfue 
To Nile's yet undifcoter'd head. 

Riches the hardy foldiers ftiall defpife. 
And look on gc^d with undeiiring eyes. 
Nor the difbowel'd earth explore 
In fearch of the forbidden ore ; 
Thofe glitterbg ills, concealed within the mine. 
Shall lie dntouch'd, and innocently fhine. 
To the laft bounds that nature fets. 
The piercing colds and fultry heats. 
The godlike race fhall fpread their arms, 
Now fill the polar circle with alarms. 
Till ftprms and tempeib their purfoits confine; 
Now fweat for conqueft underneath the fine. 

This only law the viftor fhall reftraih. 
On thefe conditions fliall he reign ; 
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If none his guilty hand employ 
To build again a fecond Troy, 
if none the rafh defign purfue. 
Nor tempt the vengeance of the gods anew. 

A curfe there cleaves to the devoted place. 
That ihall the new foundations rafe ; 
Gitece ihall in mutual leagues confpire 
To ftorm the riiing town with fire. 
And at their armies head myfelf will ihow 
Wkt Juno, urg'd to all her rage, can do* 

Thrice ihould Apollo's felf the city raife 
And line it round with walls of brafs. 
Thrice fhoukl my favourite Greeks his works con- 

foond. 
And hew the fhining fabric to the ground : 
Thrice fhoold her captive dames to Greece retont. 
And their dead fcms and ilaughter'd hnibands mourn. 

Bat hoki, my Mufe, forbear thy towering flight, 
N(» bring the fecrets of the gods to light : 
h vain would thy prefumptuous verfir 
Th* immortal rhetoric rehearfe ; 
llie mighty ftrains, in lyric numbers boiui4« 
forget their xaajefty, and lofe their iouad* 
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THE VESTAL, 

FROM 

OVID DE FASTIS, Lib. IU. El. i. 

<< Blanda qtties vidis furtim fubrepit ocellls, &c.** 

^S the fair Vcftal to the founts came, 

(Let none be ftartled at a Veftal's name) 
Tir'd with the walk, fhe laid her down to reft. 
And to the winds expos 'd her glowing breaft. 
To take the freflinefs of the morning-air. 
And gather'd in a knot her flowing hair ; 
While thus flie relied, on her arm reclin*d. 
The hoary willows waving with the wind. 
And feather'd choirs that warbled in the fhade. 
And purling ftreams that through the meadow ftray' 
In drowfy murmurs lull'd the gentle maid. 
The God of War beheld the virgin lie. 
The God beheld her with a lover's eye ; 
And, by fo tempting an occafion prefs'd. 
The beauteous maid, whom he beheld, poflefs'd 
Conceiving as flie flept, her fruitful womb 
Swell'd with the Founder of immortal Rome. 
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OVID'S METAMORPHOSES. 
B O O K II. 

THE STORY OF PHAETON. 

The fun's bright palace, on high columns rais'd. 
With burnifh'd gold and flaming jewels blaz'd • 
The folding gates diiFus'd a filver light, 
And with a milder gleam refrefh'd the fight j 
Of polifh'd ivory was the covering wrought : 
The matter vied not with the fculptor's tliought. 
For in the portal was difplay 'd on high 
(The work of Vulcan) a fiditious flcy ; 
A waving fea th' inferior earth embraced, 
A&d Gods and Goddefles the waters grac'd, 
£ge(m here a mighty whale beftrode; 
Wton,^ and Proteus (the deceiving God), 
Rth Doris here were carvM, and all her train, 
bme loofely fwimming in the figur'd main, 
SHiile fome on rocks their drooping hair divide, 
ind fome on fifhes through the waters glide : 
'hough various features did the fifters grace, 
i iifter's likenefs was in every face, 
^n earth a diflTerent landikip courts the eyes, ^ 

len, towns, and beafts, in diftant profpeds rife, C 
.nd nymphs, and (beams, and woods, and rural deities, j 
'*er all, the heaven's refulgent image ftiines ; 
n either gate were fix engraven figns. . . 
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Here Phaeton, flill gaimng on th' afcentj 
To his fuipeded father's palace went. 
Till preffing forward through the bright abode. 
He faw at difbmce the illuilrioas God : 
He faw at diftance, or the dazzling light 
Had flaih'd too fbongly on his aking fight. 

The God fits high, exalted on a throne 
Of blazing gems, with purple garments on ; 
The hours in order rang'd on either hand. 
And days, and months, and years, and ages, fbmd. 
Here fpring appears with flowery chftpkts boimd; 
Here fummcr in her wheaten garland crewn'd; 
Here automn the ridi trodden grapes befmeari 
And hoary winter fhivers in the rear. 

Phcebus beheld the youth j&oni off his throne; 
That eye, which looks on all, was fix'd on one. 
He faw the boy's confufion in his face, 
Surpriz'd at all the wonders of the fHace; 
And cries aloud, ** What wants my fen? For knew 
** My fon thou art, and I muft call thee fe.'* 

'* Light of the world," the trembling youth repHa> 
** Illufb-ious parent ! fince you don't deipifc 
** The parent's name, fome certain token give, 1 
•* That I may Clymenc's proud boaft believe, f 
•* Nor longer under falfe reproaches grieve." i 

The tender Sire was touch'd with what he flud» 
And flung the blaze of glories from his head. 
And bid the youth advance : " My fon (faid he) 
" Come to thy father's arms ! for Clymene 
** Has uAd thee true ; a parent's name I own, 
'' And deem thee worthy to be call'd my fon. 
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' As a fne proof, mak« Some requeft, and I^ 
WbtlB^er it be, with that requeft comply ; 
fiy Styx I firoar, whofe waves are hid in night, 
And r6& impervious to my piercing fight." 
The youth, tranfpo^ted, afks without delay, 
guide the Son's bright chariot for a day. 
The Giod repented of the oath he took, 
)r anguifli thrice his radiant head he ihook : 
My iw (%s he) fome other proof require ; 
Rafli wa3 my promife, raih is thy de£jre. 
I'd fain deny this wiih which thou haft made. 
Or, whut I can't deny, wo^ fiiin difibade. 
ToQ vaft and hasMrdous the talk appears. 
Nor iiiLted to thy ftrength, nor to thy years* 
Tby let is mortal, but thy wiihes fly 
Beyond th^ province of mortality : 
ri^iM is not one of all the Gads that dares 
(Hciwcver ikitt'd in other great affairs) 
To mount the borniag axle-tree, but I ; 
Hoi Jove himlflf, the rider of the fey, 
rh»t hurls the thiee-fbrk'd thunder from sbovr, 
E)ares try his ftrex^^th ; yet who fo ftr<»^ as Jove f 
rbe fteeds eUnub np the firft aTeent with p^ i 
^ when the middle irmament they gai«, 
f dovifnwards from the heavens my head I bow, 
\nd fe^ the earth and ocean hang below, 
^v'n I am feis'd with horror aild afiright, 
Vnd my ewn heart mifgives me al the fight«, 
^ la^hty downfall fteeps the evening ftage, 
bd Aeddy reins muft corb the horfes*' rage* 
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" Tethys herfelf has fear'd to fee me driven 
«* Down headlong from the precipice of heaven. 
** Befides, confider what impetuous force 
•' Turns ftars and planets in a different courfe : 
** I fteer againft their motions ; nor am I 
** Borne back by all the current of the fky* 
*« But how could you refift the orbs that roll 
" In adverfe whirls, and ftem the rapid pole ? 
** But you perhaps may hope for pleafing woods, 
«* And ftately domes, and cities fiU'd with Gods ; 
** While through a thoufand fnares your progrefs liesj 
" Where forms of ilarry monfters ftock the ikies : 
*• For, Ihould you hit the doubtful way aright, 
*« The Bull with (looping horns ftands oppofitc ; 
** Next him the bright Haemonian Bow is ftrung; 
** And next, the Lion's grinning vifage hung : 
" The Scorpion's claws here clafp a wide extent, 
** And here the Crab's in lefTer clafps are bent. 
** Nor would you find it eafy to compofe 
** The mettled fteeds, when from their noftrils flows 
** The fcorching fire, that in their entrails glows 
«* Ev'n I their headftrong fury fcarce reftrain, 
** When they grow warm and reiHiF to the rein. 
** Let not my fon a fatal gift require, 
** But, O ! in time, recal your ra(h defire ; 
** You afk a gift that may your parent tell, 
** Let thefe my fears your parentage reveal ; 
<* And learn a father from a father's care ; 
** Look on my face ; or, if my heart lay barCj 
** Could.you but look, you 'd read the father there. 
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" Choofe out a gift from feas, or earth, or Ikies, 
" For open to your wifli all nature lies, 
" Only decline this one unequal taflc, 
" For 't is a mifchief, not a gift, you afk ; 
" You alk a real mifchief. Phaeton ; 
" Nay hang not thus about my neck, my fon : 
" I grant your \vi(h, and Styx has heard my voice, 
" Choofe what you will, but make a wifer choice.'* 

Thus did the God th' unwary youth advife ; 
But he (till longs to travel through the fkies. 
When the fond father (for in vain he pleads) 
At length to the Vulcanian chariot leads. 
A golden axle did the work uphold. 
Gold was the beam, the wheels were orb'd with gold. 
The (pokes in rows of filver pleas 'd the fight. 
The feat with party-colour'd gems was bright j 
Apollo fhin'd amid the glare of light. 
The youth with fecret joy the work furveys ; 
When now the mom difclos'd her purple rays ; 
The ftars were fled ; for Lucifer had chac'd 
The ftars away, and fled himfelf at laft. 
Soon as the father faw the rofy morn, 
And die moon fliining with a blunter horn. 
He bid the nimble hours witliout delay 
^fing forth the fteeds ; the nimble hours obey : 
^^om their full racks the generous fteeds retire, 
AJropping ambrofial foams, and fnorting fire, 
^fll anxious for his fon, the God of day, 
*o make him proof againft the burning ray, 
"^^ temples with celeftial ointment wet, 
^f fovereign virtue to repel the heat> 

yOL, XXX, I 
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Then fix'd the beamy circle on his head. 
And fetch'd a deep fore-boding figh, and faid, 

** Take this at leaft, this laft advice, my fon ; 
** Keep a ftiff rein, and move but gently on : 
** The courfers of themfelves will run too faft, 
•* Your art muft be to moderate their hafte. 
** Drive them not on dire6lly through the ikies, 
•* But where the Zodiac's winding circle lies, 
•* Along the midmoft Zone ; but fally forth 
" Nor to the diftant ibuth, nor ftormy north. 
** The horfes' hoofs a beaten track will fhow, 
*' But neither mount too high, nor fmk too low, 
*' That no new £res or heaven or earth infeft; 
*' Keep the mid-way, the middle way is beft. 
*' Nor, wher^ in radiant folds the Serpent twines, 
«* Direft your courfe, nor where the Altar ihines. 
** Shun both extremes ; the reft let fortmie guide, 
" And better for thee than thyfelf provide ! 
" See, while I fpeak, the (hades difperfe away, * 
" Aurora gives the promife of a day ; j 

** I *m call'd, nor can I make a longer ftay. 
'• Snatch up the reins ; or ftill th' attempt forfakc, 
*' And not my chariot, but my counfel take, 
•* While yet fecurely on the earth you ftand ; 
** Nor touch the horfes with too ra(h a hand. 
** Let mc alone to light the world, while you 
** Enjoy thofe beams which you may fafely view.*' 
He fpoke in vain ; the youth with adHvcheat 
And fprightly vigour vaults into the feat ; 
And joys to hold the reins, and fondly gives 
Thofc thanks his father >w\)iv tetnoTfe x^^wtes* 
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Mean while the refUefs horfes neigh'd alood. 
Breathing out fire, and pawing where they ftood« 
Tetliys» not knowing what had paft, gave way. 
And all the wafte of heaven before them lay. 
They fpring together out, and fwiftly bear 
The flying youth through clouds and yielding air; 
^ith wingy fpeed outftrip the eaftem wind. 
And leave the breezes of the mora behind. 
The youth was light, nor could he fill the (eat. 
Or poiTe the chariot with its wonted weight : 
But as at fea th' unballaft veflel rides, 
Caft to and firo, the iport of winds and tides ; 
So in the bounding chariot tofs'd on high. 
The youth is hurry 'd headlong through the fky. 
Soon as the fteeds perceive it, they foriake 
Their ftated courfe, and leave the beaten track. 
The youth was in a maze, nor did he know 
Which way to turn the reins, or where to go ; 
Nor would the horfes, had he known, obey. *> 

Then the Srvea Stars firft felt Apollo's ray, i 

And wifh'd to dip in the forbidden fea. 3 

The fcdded Serpent next the frozen pole, 
^tiff aad benumbM before, began to roll. 
^d rag'd with inward heat, and threatened war. 
And (hot a redder light from every ibu- ; 
^2y> and 'tis faid, Bootes too, that fain [wain. 
Thoa wouldft have fled, though cumber'd with thy 

Th' unhappy youth then, bending down his head, 
^^W earth and ocean hr beneath him (pread : 
^ colour chang'd, he flartled at the fight, 
^H his eyes darkened by too great a WgVvt* 
I 2 
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Now could he wiQi the fiery fteeds untry'd^ 
His birth obfcure, and his requeft deny'd : 
Now would he Merops for his father own. 
And quit his boafted kindred to the Sun. 

So fares the pilot, when his fhip is toft 
In troubled feas, and all its fteerage loft ; 
He gives her to the winds, and in defpair 
Seeks his laft refuge in the Gods and prayer. 

What could he do? His eyes, if backward call, 
Find a long path he had already paft ; 
If forward, ftill a longer path they find : 
Both he compares, and meafures in his mind ; 
And fometimes cafts an eye upon the eaft. 
And fometimes looks on the forbidden weft. 
The horfes' names he knew not in the fright : [dghi 
Nor would he loofe the reins, nor could he hold thei 

Now all the horrors of tlie heavens he fpies. 
And monftrous Ihadows of prodigious fize, | 

That, deck'd with ftars, lie fcatter'd o'er the fkics. . 
There is a place above, where Scorpio bent 
In tail and arms furrounds a vaft extent ; 
In a wide circuit of the heavens he fhines. 
And fills the fpace of two celeftial figns. 
Soon as the youth beheld him, vex'd with heat, 
Brandiih his fting, and in his poifon fweat. 
Half dead with fudden fear he dropt the reins; 
The horfes felt them loofe upon their manes. 
And, flying out through all the plains above. 
Ran uncontrol'd where-e'er their fttry drove ; 
Rufh'd on the ftars, and through a pathlefs way 
O/unknownregicKvaViurr/'^ositViRda.^* 



)VID^ METAMORPHOSES, Bbor II. iij 

ow above, and now below they flew, 
ear the earth the burning chariot drew. 
: clouds difperfe in fumes, the wondering moon 
Is her brother's fteeds beneath her own ; 
ighlands fmoke, cleft by the piercing rays, 
ad with woods, in their own fuel blaze. 
)'er the plains, where ripen'd harvefts grow, 
inning conflagration fpreads below, 
efe are trivial ills : whole cities bum, 
sopled kingdoms into afties turn. 
: mountains kindle as the car draws near, 
and Tmolus.red with fires appear; 
lan Haemus (then a Angle name) 
Irgin Helicon increafe the flame ; 
5 and Oete glare amid the Iky, 
la, fpite of all' her fountains, dry. 
and Othrys, and Cithaeron, glow ; 
Jiodope, no longer cloath'd in fnow ; 
?indus, Mimas, and PamaflTus, fweat, 
Etna rages with redoubled heat. 
Icythia, through her hoary regions warm'd, 
1 with all her native froft was arm'd. 
'd with flames, the towering Appennine, . 
Jaucafus, and proud Olympus, ftiine ; 
where the long-extended Alps afpire, 
:ands a huge continued range of fire, 
aflonifli'd youth, where-e'er his eyes could turn, 
[ the univerfe around him burn : 
^orld was in a blaze ; nor could he bear 
iltry vapours and the fcorching avr, 
I 3 
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Which from below^ as from a furnace, HowM; 
And now the axle-tree beneath him glow*d : 
Loft in the whirling <:louds> that round him broke^ 
And white with afhes, hovering in the fmoke> 
He flew where-e'er the horfes drove, nor knew 
Whither the hprfes drove, or where he flew. 

'Twas then, they fay, the {warthy Moor b^gson 
To change his hue, and blacken in the fun. 
Then Libya firft, of all her moifture drain'd. 
Became a barren waile, a wild of iand. 
The water-nymphs lament their empty urns ; 
Bceotia, robb'd of filver Dirce, mourns ; 
Corinth Pyrenees walled fpring bewiwls ; 
And Argos grieves whilft Amymone fails. 

The floods are drain'd from every diftant coaft: 
Ev'n Tanais, though fix'd in ice, was loft ; 
Enrag'd Caicus and Lycormas roar. 
And Xanthus, fated to be burnt once more. 
The fam'd Maeander, that unweary'd ftrays 
Through mazy windings, fmokes in every maze. 
From his lov'd Babylon Euphrates flies ; 
The big-fwoln Ganges and the Dauube rife 
In thickening fumes, and darken half the ikies. 
In flames Ifmenos and the Phafls roll'd. 
And Tagus floating in his melted gold. 
The fwans, that on Cayfter often try'd 
Their tuneful fongs, now fung their laft, and <Jy'^ 
The frighted Nile ran off, and under ground 
Conceal'd his head, nor can it yet be found : 
His feven divided currents are all dry. 
And where they rolVd, ievcii ^"8.-^1x1% xxwv^iW lie. 
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No more the Rhine or Rhone their courfe maintain* 
Nor Tiber, of his promised empire vain. 

The ground^ deep cleft, admits the dazzling ray. 
And ftartles Pluto with the flafh of day. 
The Teas fhrink in, and to the fight difclofe 
Wide naked plains, where once their billows rofe; 
Tkdr rocks are all difcover*d, and increajfe 
The number of the (batter 'd Cyclades. 
The filh in fholes about the bottom creep. 
Nor longer dares the crooked dolphin leap : 
Gafping for breath, th' unftiapen Phocae die. 
And on the boiling wave extended lie. 
Nereus, and Doris with her virgin train. 
Seek out the lafl: receffes of the main ; 
Beneath unfathomable depths they faint. 
And fecret in their gloomy caverns pant. 
Stern Neptune thrice above the waves upheld 
His face, and thrice was by the flames repell'd. 

The earth at length, on every fide embrac'd 
With fcalding feas, that floated round her wafle, 
When now (he felt the fprings and rivers come. 
And crowd within the hollow of her womb. 
Up-lifted to the heavens her blafted head. 
And clapt her hands upon her brows, and faid; 
(But firft, impatient of the fultry heat. 
Sunk deeper down, and fought a cooler feat :) 
" If you, great King of Gods, my death approvi^ 
*' And I deferve it, let me die by Jove ; 
** If I mufl peri(h by the force of fire, 
^' Let me transfix'd with thunderbolts expire. 
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** See, whilft I fpeak, my breath the vapours choke, 

(For now her face lay wrapt in clouds of fmoke) 

'* See my iing'd hair, behold my faded eye, 

*' And wither 'd face, where heaps of cinders lie ! 

*' And does the plough for this my body tear? 

*' This the reward for all the fruits I bear, 

** Tortur'd with rakes, and harafs'd all the year? 

*' That herbs for cattle daily I renew, 

*' And food for man, and frankincenfe for you? 

*' But grant me guilty ; what has Neptune done ? 

** Why are his waters boiling in the fun? 

*' The wavy empire, which by lot was given, 

'* Why does it wafte, and further fhrink from heaven? 

•' If I nor he your pity can provoke, 

*' See your own heavens, the heavens begin to fmoke ! 

*' Should once the fparkles catch thofe bright abodes, 

** Deftrudlion feizcs on the heavens and gods ; 

'' Atlas becomes unequal to his freight, 

*' Arid almoft faints beneath the glo^ying weight. 

** If heaven, and earth, and fea, together bum, 

** All muft again into their chaos turn. 

*' Apply fome fpeedy cure, prevent our fate, 

*' And fuccour nature, ere it be too late." 

She ceas'd ; for, chok'd with vapours round her fpread, 

Down to the deepeft fhades fhe funk her head. 

Jove call'd to witnefs every power above. 
And ev'n the God, whofe fon the chariot drove* 
That what he a6ls he is compelled to do. 
Or univerfal ruin mu(l enfue. 
Straight he afcends the high ethereal throne. 
From whence he us'd to dart his thunder down; 
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XM whence his (howers and florms he us'd to pour. 

It now could meet with neither ftorm nor fhower. 

ben, suming at the youth, with lifted hand, 

lU at his head he huri'd the forky brand, 

dreadful thundcrings. Thus th' Almighty fire 

ipprefs'd the raging of the fires with fire, 

At once from life and from the chariot driven^ 

h' ambitious boy fell thunder-fhuck from heaven* 

he horfes ftarted with a fudden bound, 

nd flung the reins and chariot to the ground : 

he ftudded hamefs from their necks they broke ; 

ere fell a wheel, and here a filver (poke, 

ere were the beam and axle torn away ; 

nd,fcatter'd o'er the earth, the fhining fragments lay. 

he breathlefs Phaeton, with flaming hair, 

iQ^firom the chariot, like a falling flar, 

hat*^io a fummer's evening from the top 

f heaven drops down, or feems at leafl to drop ; 

ill on the Po his blafted corpfe was hurl'd, 

^r frcMn his country, in the weftem world* 

PHAETON'S SISTERS TRANSFORMED 
INTO TREES. 

The Latian nymphs came round him, and amaz'd 
i the dead youth, transfix'd with thunder, gaz'd ; 
'd, whilft yet fmoking from the bolt he lay, 
s Ihatter'd body to a tomb convey, 
id o'er the tomb an epitaph devife : 
fiere he who drove the fun's bright chariot lies ; 
iis father's fiery fteeds he could not guide, 
hi in the glorious enterprise he dy'd." 
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ApoUo hid his face, and pin'd for gri^f^ 
And, if the ftory may deferve belief. 
The fpace of one whole day is faid to run. 
From morn to wonted eve, without a fun : 
The burning ruins, with a fainter ray. 
Supply the fun, and counterfeit a day, 
A day, that ftill did nature's face difdofe : 
This comfort from the mighty mifchief rofe. 

But Clymene, enrag'd with grief, laments. 
And, as her grief infpires, her paffion vents : 
Wild for her fon, and frantic in her woes. 
With hair difhevelM, round the world flie goes. 
To feek where-e*er his body might be caft ; 
Till, on the borders of the Po, at laft 
The name infcrib'd on the new tomb appears. 
The dear dear name (he bathes in flowing tears ; 
Hangs o'er the tomb, unable to depart. 
And hugs the marble to her throbbing heart. 

Her daughters too lament, and iigh, and mourni 
(A fruitlefs tribute to their brother's urn ;) 
And beat their naked bofoms, and complain. 
And call aloud for Phaeton in vain : 
All the long night their mournful watch they keep. 
And all the day ftand round the tomb and weep. 

Four times, revolving, the full moon retum'd; 
So long the mother and the daughters moum'd; 
When now the eldeft, Phaethufa, ftrove 
To reft her weary limbs, but could not move ; 
Lampetia would have help'd her, but fhe found 
Herfelf withheld, and loox^d to the ground : 
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A third in \v41d aiftiftion, as fhe grieves. 
Would rend her hair, but fills her hand with leaves ; 
One fees her thighs transformed, another views 
Her arms ihot out, and branching into boughs. 
And now their legs, and breafts, and bodies, flood 
Crafted with bark, and hardening into wood ; 
Bat (till above were female heads difplay'd. 
And mouths, that call'd the mother to their aid. 
Wliat could, alas ! the weeping mother do ? ^ 

l^rom this to that vntk eager hade fhe flew, >> 

And kifs'd her fprouting daughters as they grew. J 
She tears the bark that to each body cleaves. 
And from the verdant fingers ftrips the leaves : 
The blood came trickling, where fhe tore away 
The leaves and bark : the maids were heard to fky, 
*' Forbear, miftaken parent, oh ! forbear ; 
" A wounded daughter in each tree you tear ; 
'* Farewel for ever." Here the bark increased, 
Clos'd on their faces, and their words fupprefs'd. 

The new-made trees in te^rs of amber run. 
Which, hardened into value by the fun, 
DilHl for ever on the ftreams below : 
The limpid fh-eams their radiant treafure fhow, 
Mix'd in the fand ; whence the rich drops convey 'd 
Shine in the drefs of the bright Latian maid. 

THie TRANSFORMATION OF CYCNUS 
INTO A SWAN. 

CYCNUS beheld the nymjAs ttansfotmy, ally'd 
To their d^ brother, «n the mortal 4de, 
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In friendfhip and affe£Hon nearer bound ; 
He left the cities and the realms he own*d» 
Through pathlefs fields and lonely fhores to rangCj 
And woods, made thicker by the fitters' change. 
Whilft here, within the difmal gloom, alone. 
The melancholy monarch made his moan. 
His voice was lefien'd, as he try'd to {peak. 
And iiTued through a long-extended neck ; 
His hair transforms to down, his fingers meet 
In fkinny films, and ftiape his oary feet ; 
From both his fides the wings and feathers break; 
And from his mouth proceeds a blunted beak : 
All Cycnus now into a fwan was turned. 
Who, ftill remembering how his kinfman burn'd. 
To fblitary pools and lakes retires. 
And loves the waters as oppos'd to fires. 

Mean-while Apollo in a gloomy Ihade 
(The native luftre of his brows decay 'd) 
Indulging forrow, fickens at the fight 
Of his own fun-fhine, and abhors the light : 
The hidden griefs, that in his bofom rife. 
Sadden his looks, and overcaft his eyes. 
As when fome duficy orb obftrufts his ray. 
And fullies, in a dim eclipfe, the day. 

Now fecretly with inward griefs he pin'd. 
Now warm refentments to his griefs he join'd. 
And now renounc'd his office to mankind. 
" E'er fince the birth of time," faid he, " I've borne 
" A long ungrateful toil without return ; 
** Let now fome other manage, if he dare, 
" The fiery fteeds, and mount the burning caT, 
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" Or, if none dfe, let Jove his fortune try, 
" And learn to lay his murdering thunder by ; 
" Then will he own, perhaps, but own too late, 
" My fon deferv'd not fo fevere a fate." 

The gods ftand round him, as he mourns, and pray 
He would refume the condud of the day. 
Nor let the world be loft in endlefs night : 
Jove too himfelf, defcending from his height, 
fixcofes what had happen'd, and intreats, 
^ajeiHcally mixing prayers and threats. 
Prevail'd upon at length, again he took 
The hamefs'd fteeds, that ftill with horror Ihook, 
And plies them with the lafti, and whips them on. 
And, as he whips, upbraids them with his fon. 

THE STORY OF CALISTO. 

THE day was fettled in its courfe ; and Jove 
^alk'd the wide circuit of the heavens above, 
"^0 fearch if any cracks or flaws were made ; 
fiut all was fafe ; the earth he then furveyM, 
And caft an eye on every different coaft. 
And every land ; but on Arcadia moft. 
Jier fields he cloath'd, and chear'd her blafted fece 
V^ith running fountdns, and with fpringing gr^fs. 
No trafts of heaven's deftrudtive fire remain ; 
The fields and woods revive, and nature fmiles again. 

But, as the god walk'd to and fro the earth. 
And rais'd the plants, and gave the fpring its birth. 
By chance a fair Arcadian nymph he view'd. 
And felt the lovely charmer in his blood. 
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The nymph not fpun, nor drefs'd with trtfvl pride; 
Her veft was githef'd up, her hair was ty*dt 
Now in her hand a flender fpcar Ihe bore. 
Now a light quiver on her fhoulders wore ; 
*ro chafte Diana from her youth inclined. 
The fprightly warriors of the wood fee join'd. 
Diana too the gentle huntrefs lov'd, 
Nor was there one of all the nymphs that rotrM 
O'er MaenaluS) amid the maiden throng> 
More favoured once ; bat favour lafts not long. « 
The fun now fhone in all its ftrength, and drore 
The heated virgin panting to a grove ; 
The grove around a grateful fhadow caft : 
She dropt her arrows, and her bow unbrac'd ; 
She flung herfelf on the cool graffy bed ; 
And on the painted quiver rais'd her head. 
Jove faw the charming huntrefs unprepar'd, 
Stretch'd on the verdant turf, without a guard. 
*' Here I am fafe," he cries, " from Juno's eye; 
*' Or Ihould my jealous queen the theft defcry, 
" Yet would I venture on a theft like this, 
*' And ftand her rage for fuch, for fuch a blifs !" 
Diana's fhape and habit ftraight he took, 
S often 'd his brows, and fmooth'd his awful look^ 
And mildly in a female accent fpoke. 
•* How fares my girl ? How went the morning chace? 
To whom the virgin, ftarting from the grafs, 
5* All hail,' bright deity, whom I prefer 
** To Jove himfelf, though Jove himfelf were here. 
Tie god was nearer v\vatv ftvt tkoM^ht, and heard 
Well-pleas'd himfelf before \vvmfe\i ^tt^wt*^- 
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fie then falates her with a warm embrace ; 
And, ere (he half had told the morning chace^ 
With love iniiam'd, and eager on his blifs. 
Smothered her words, and ftop'd her with a kifsj 
His kiffes with unwonted ardour glow'd. 
Nor could Diana's ihape conceal the God. 
The virgin did whate'er a virgin cou'd 
(Sore Juno muft have pardon'd, had fhe view'd) ) 
^idi all her might againft his force fhe ftrove : 
Bat how can mortal maids contend with Jove \ 

Poffeft at length of what his heart defir'd, 
Back to his heavens th' infulting god retir'd. 
The lovely huntrefs, riiing from the grafs, 
Wth down-call eyes, and with a blufhing facey 
By ihame confounded, and by fear difmay'd, 
Hc^ from the covert of the guilty fhade, 
^ almoft, in the tumult of her mind, 
Left her forgotten bow and fhafts behind. 

But now Diana, with a fprightly train 
W qoiver'd virgins, bounding o'er the plain, 
^all'd to the nymph : The nymph began to fear 
A fecond fraud, a Jove difguis'd in her ; 
Bat, when Ihe faw the fifter nymphs, fupprefs'd 
Her riling fears, and mingled with the red. 

How in the look does confcious guilt appear I 
Slowly (he mov'd, and loiter 'd in the rear 5 
^or lightly tripp'd, nor by the goddefs ran, 
^s once fhe us'd, the foremoft of the train, 
^er looks were flufh'd, and fullen was her xmen, 
I'hat fure the virgin goddefs (had (he been 
^if^ht bat » virgin) muft the guilt Viavc fewi* 
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'Tis faid the nymphs iaw all, and gaefs'd aright^ 
And now the moon had nine times loft her lightj 
When Dian Minting, in the mid-day beams, 
Foand a cool covert, and refrefhing ftreams. 
That in foft murmurs through the foreft flow'd. 
And a fmooth bed of ihining gravel ibow'd. 

A covert fo obfcure, and ftreams fo clear. 
The goddefs prais'd : '* And now no fpies are near, 
•* Let's ftrip, my gentle maids, and wafli," ftie cries. 
Pleas'd with the motion, every maid complies ; 
Only the blolhing huntrefs ftood confus'd. 
And form'd delays, and her delays excus'd : 
In vsun excus'd ; her fellows round her prefs'd. 
And the reludant nymph by force undrefs'd. 
The naked huntrefs all her ihame reveal'd. 
In vain her hands the pregnant womb concealed ; 
•* Begone I" the goddefs cries with ftem difdain, 
" Begone I nor dare the hallow'd ftream to ftain;*' 
She fled, for-ever banilh'd from the train. 

This Juno heard, who long had watch'd her time 
To puniih the detefted rival's crime ; 
The time was come : for, to enrage her more, 
A lovely boy the teeming rival bore. 

The goddefs caft a furious look, and cry'd, 
«« It is enough I I 'm fully fatisfy'd ! 
♦* This boy ftiall ftand a living mark, to prove 
•* My huftsand's bafenefs, and the ftrumpet's love : 
'* But venge^ice fhall awake thofe guilty charms^ 
" That drew the thunderer from Juno's arms, 
'^ No longer ihall their wonted force retam, 
'' Nor pleafe the god, nor imlVl^ x!tit m«\ANW 
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s £ud, her hand within her hair (he wonnd, 
r her to earthy and dragg'd her on the ground; 
foftrate wretch lifb op her arms in phiyer ; • 
mu grow fhsLggy, and deform'd with hair, 
aib are fliarpen'd into pointed claws, 
lands bear half her weight, and tarn to pawl ; 
.ps, that once coold tempt a god, begin 
tiw difiorted in an agly grin, 
left the (applicadng bmte might reach 
su-s of Jore, ihe was deprived of fpeech : 
vtfy Ycace through a hoarfe paflage came 
rage founds : her mind was ftill the fame^ 
fony mcmfter fix'd her eyes above, 
heav'd her new unwieldy paws to Jore, 
begg'd his aid with inward groans ; and though 
XMild not call him falfe> ihe thought him ib. 
>w did (he fear to lodge in woods alone, 
bannt the fields and meadows once her own ! 
often would the deep-mouth'd dogs purfne, 
ft from her hounds the frighted huntrefs flew ! 
did ihe fear her fellow brutes, and (hun 
(haggy bear, though now herfelf was one ! 
from the fight of rugged wolves retire, 
ongh the grim Lycaon was her fire ! 
It now her ion had fifteen fummers tdd, 
:e at the chace, and in the fbreft bold ; 
n, as he beat the woods in queft of prey, 
:hanc'd to roufe his mother where ihe lay. 
ioiew her fi^n, and kept Inm in her fight, 
koiij gaz'd : the boy was in a fri{|ht» 
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And aim'd a pobted airow at her breaH ; 

And would have (lain his mother in the beaft ; 

But Jove forbad^ and (hatch'd them through the air 

In whirlwinds up to heaven^ and fix'd them there : 

Where the new conftellations nightl/ rife. 

And add a luftre to the northern fkks. 

When Juno faw the rival in her height. 
Spangled with flars, and circled round with lights 
She fought old Ocean in his deep abodes. 
And Tethys ; both rever'd among the gods. 
They aSk what brings her there. " Ne'er aik," (ays ihe, 
*' What brings me here ; heaven is no place for me. 
*' You '11 fee, when night has cover'd all things o'er, 
*' Jove's ftarry baftard and triumphant whore 
•' Ufurp the heavens ; you'll fee them proudly roll 
*' In their new orbs, and brighten all the pole. 
•' And who Ihall now on Juno's altar wait, 
*' When thofe fhe hates grow greater by her hatc^ 
'^ •' I on the nymph a brutal form imprefs'd, 
" Jove to a goddefs has transform'd the bead : 
*' This, this was all my weak revenge could do : 
*' But let the god his chafte amours purfue, 
** And, as he adcd after lo's rape, 
" Reftore th' adulterefs to her former fhape ; 
*' Then may he caft his Juno off, and lead 
" The great Lycaon's offsprmg to his bed. 
" But you, ye venenable powers, be kind ; 
'' And, if my wrongs a due refentment find, 
'' Receive not in your waves their fetting beams^ 
'^ Nor let the glanng ftxum^t taint your fbreuns/' 
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The goddefi ended, and her wifh wau giTtB. 
Back ihe retom'd in triumph up to heaven ; 
Her gaudy peacocks drew her through the f^ti» 
Their tails were fpotted with a thoufand ^es 1 
The eyes of Argns on their tails were ranged. 
At the fame time the raven's colour chang'd. 

THE STORY OF CORONIS, AND BIRTH 
OF iESCULAj^IUS. 

THE raven once in fnowy plumes was dreftj 
White as the whitefl dove's unfully'd breaft. 
Fair as the guar^an of the capItoU 
Soft as the fwan ; a large and lovely fowl ; 
His tongue, his prating tongue, had chang'd him quke 
To footy blacknefs from the pureft white. 

The ^ory of his change fhall here be told | 
fcThcffaly there liv'd a nymph of old, 
^oronis nam'd ; a peerlefs maid ihe fhin'd, 
(^onfeft the faired of the fairer kind. 
Apollo lovM her, till^er guilt he knew ; 
^e true (he was, or whilfl he thought her true. 
Bot his own bird the raven chanc'd to find 
^c faHe-one with a fecret rival join'd. 
^^oronis begg*d him to fupprefs the tale, 
Bot could not \i^th repeated prayers prevail. 
^ milk-white pinions to the god he ply'd ; 
The bufy daw flew with hiw fide by fide, 
^i by a thoufand teazing quefBons cfrew 
Th' important fecret from him as they flew. 
The daw gave honeft cotmfel, though def^d^ 
^>^d, tedbos Ytk her tattle, thus adivtt'd:. 
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«< Stay« filly bird, th' iU-natiir'd taik refufe* 

** Nor be the bearer of unwelcome news. 

** Be wMiM by my example : you difcem 

'* What now I am, and what I was fhall learn* 

*' My fyoMi honefty was all my crime ; 

** Then hear my ftory. Once upon a time, 

«' The two-fliap'd £ri6Uionius had his birth 

«« {Without a mother) from the teeming earth; 

** Minerva nurs'd him, and the in^t laid 

«' Witlun a cheft, of twining ofiers made. 

*' The daughters of king Cecrops undertook 

*' To guard the cheft, commanded not to look 

«' On what was hid within. I flood to fee 

•^ The charge obey'd,perchM on a neighbouring tree. 

«' The fifters Pandrofos and Herse keep 

«' The Ihid command ; Aglauros needs would peq)» 

<' And faw the monffarous infant in a fright, 

*^ And call'd her fiilers to the hideous fight : 

'' A boy's foft fhape did to the waifl prevail, 

^ But the boy ended in a dragA's tail. 

'^ I told the ftem Minerva all that pafsM, 

*' But, for my psdns, difcarded and difgrac'd, 

" The frowning goddefs drove me from her fight, 

♦* And for her favourite chofe the bird of night. 

** Be then no tell-tale ; for I think my wrong 

'^ Enough to teach a bird to hold her tongue. 

** But you, perhaps, may think I was remov'di 
** As never by the heavenly maid belov'd ; 
<^ Bat I was lov'd; afic Paiks if I lie ; 
^' Though PaUas kitA lae TvsyN> ^ won't deny ; 
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" For h whom in a featherM fhape you view> 

*' Was once a maid (by heaven the ftory 's true), 

" A blooming maidj and a king's daughter too. 

•* A croud of lovers own'd my beauty's charms ; 

'' My beauty was the caufe of all my harms ; 

" Neptune, as on his fhores I went to rove, 

" Qb(err*d me in my walks, and fell in love. 

" He made his conrtihip, he confefs'd his pain, 

" And offer'd force when all his arts were vain; 

" Swift he purfued : I ran along the ftrand, 

'* Till, fpent and weary M on the iinldng fand, 

*' I ihriek'd aloud, with cries I fill'd the air 

^ To gods and men ; nor god nor man was there 

" A ^gin goddefs heard a virgin's prayer. 

** For, as my arms I lifted to the ikies, 

*' I (aw black feathers from my fingers rife ; 

" I ftrovc to fling my garment on the ground ; 

** My garment tum'd to plumes, and girt me round. 

*' My hands to beat my naked bofom try ; 

'' Nor naked bofom now nor hands had I. 

" Lighdy I tript, nor weary as before 

'* Sunk in the fand, but fldmm'd along the (hore; 

" Till, rifing on my wings, I was prefer'd 

** To be the chafte Minerva's vir^ bird 2 

*' Prefer'd in v^n ! I now am in difgrace : 

** Ny^mene the owl enjoys my place. 

" On her inceftuous life I need not dwell 
" (In Lefbos ftill the horrid tale they tell) ; 
** And of her ^e amours you muft have hearda 
** For which ihe now does penance in ^Vnidk* 
K 3 
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?f Tlu^ ^ift^^m U ker tame, aToida diefigbt^ 
^ ^^ lpre« dif gW(my w^tmg of the sight; 
-f T)^ )>i^, i^fe'er 4ie flatten, fe^ asnir . 
'^ TV k90^^ wi^^tchy and drife her frmax thcrdajr. 

The n(fea> QTg'd by Aich smpeitiiimo^ 
Grew paSgoatr, H feems, and took offeqce, 
Andcnrftthehannleisdaw; the da«r withdraw: 
Tlie lavon to her iajnr'd patfon ficv^ 
Andlottod him out, and told die fiital tradi 
Of falfe Coionis and the favoured yoath. 

The god was wroth; the cpknir left his look. 
The wreath his head, the harp his hand forfook 
His fihrcr bow and leathered fliafts he took. 
And lodgM an arrow in the tender breaft. 
That had To often to his own been preft. 
Down fell the wounded nymph « and iadly grooa'cly 
And puU'd his arrow reeking firom the wound ; 
And, weltering in her blood* thus faintly cry'd, 
** Ah cruel god 1 though I have juftly dy*d, 
*' What has, alas ! my unborn in^t done, 
'' That he fhould £d], and two expire in one V* 
This iaid, in agonies fhe fetch'd her breath. 

The god diffolves in pity at her death; 
He hates the bird that made her falfehood kacKViW 
And hates himfelf for what Idrafelf had done ; 
The feather'd fhaft, that {a^t her to the £ites. 
And his own hand, that lent the ihaft, he hates^ 
Fain would he heal the wound, and eafe hei; pain* 
And tries the coropais of his art m vain. 
5oon as be iaw thelovebf iiyDB?^\k«ic^, 
The pile made ready, anAxKe\^^v\%^t^> 
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Wth ighs and groans her obfequies he kept. 
Ami, if a god could weep> the god had wept. 
Her ocrpfe he kifs'd, and heavenly incenfe broaght, 
M folemnizM the death himfelf had wrought. 
But, left his offspring fhould her fate partake. 
Spite of th' immortal mixture in his make. 
He ripe her womb, and fet the child at large. 
And gave him to the centaur Chiron's charge : 
Then in his fury black'd the raven o'er. 
And bid him prate in his white plumes no more. 

OCYRRHOE TRANSFORMED TO A MARE. 

OLD Chiron took the babe with fecret joy, 
Proad of the charge of the celefHal boy. 
His daughter too, whom on the Tandy Jhore, 
The nymph Chariclo to the centaur bore. 
With hair dilhevel'd on her Ihoulders, came 
To fee the child, Ocyrrhoe was her name ; 
She blew her father's art, and could rehearfe 
The depths of prophecy in founding verfe. 
Once, as the facred infant Ihe furvey'd, 
"^e god was kindled in the raving m^d, 
^ thus fhe utter'd her prophetic tale ; 
** Hail, great phyfidan of the world, all hail ; 
'' Rail, mighty infant, who in years to come 
*' Shall heal the nations, and defraud the tomb ; 
*' Swift be thy growth ! thy triumphs unconfin'd ! 
** Make kingdoms thicker, and increafe mankind. 
" Thy daring art fliall animate the dead, 
*' And draw the thunder on thy guilty head ; 
K 4 
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<' Then fhalt thou die ; but from the dark aboda 

'' Rife up vi^riousy and be twice a god. 

** And thou, my fire, not deMn'd by thy birth 

** To turn to duft, and mix with common earth, 

** How wilt thou tofs, and rave« ^d long to ^, 

" And quit thy claim to immortality ; 

" When thou fhalt feel, enraged with inward psuns^ 

*' The Hydra's venom rankling in thy veins ? 

'* The gods in pity fhall contradk thy date ; 

*' And give thee over to the power of fate." 

Thus, entering into deftiny, the maid 
The fecrets of offended Jove betrayed : 
Mot-e had fhe ftill to fay ; but now appear^ 
Opprefs'd with fobs and fighs, and drown'd in tears. 
" My voice,'^fays ftie, *'is gone, my language Ms; 
*' Through every limb my kindred fhape prev^ \ 
'* Why did the god this fatal gift impart, 
«* And with prophetic raptures fwell my heart I 
•' What new deiires are thefe ? I long to pace 
*' O'er flowery meadows, and to feed on grafsj 
" I haden to a brute, a mud no more ; 
** But why, 2^2^ ! am I transformed all o'er ? 
'• My fire does half a human ftiape rctam, 
" And in his upper parts preferves the man." 

Her tongue no more diltind complaints affords. 
But in ihrill accents and mif-fliapen words 
Pours forth fuch hideous wailings, as declare 
The human form confounded in the mare : 
Till by degrees, accomplifh'd in the beaff. 
She neigh'd outright, and all the deed expreff. 
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Her fiooinng body on her hands is borne^ 
Her hands are tom'd to hoofs^ and ihod in horn; 
Her yellow trefles ruffle in a mane» 
And m her flowing tail fhe ^iks her train. 
The mare was finifh'd in her voice and look. 
And a new name from the new figure took. 

THE TRANSFORMATION OF BATTUS TO 
A TOUCHSTONE. 

SORE wept the centaur, and to Phoebus pray'd; 
Bwhow could Phoebus give the centaur aid? 
Degraded of his power by angry Jove, 
fc Elis then a herd of beeves he drove; 
i And wielded in his hand a ftafF of oak, 
J! And o*er his fhoulders threw the (hepherd's cloak; 
On fcvcn compared reeds he us*d to play, 
And on his rural pipe to wafte the day. 

As once, attentive to his pipe, he play*d, ^ 

The crafty Hermes from the god convey 'd > 

A drove that feparate from their fellows ftray*d. j 
The theft an old iniidious peafant view'd 
(They call'd him Battus in the neighbourhood) ; 
'^'d by a wealthy Pylian prince to feed 
'^^voorite mares, and watch the generous breed. 
The thievifli god fufpedled him, and took 
The hind afide, and thus in whifpers fpoke : 
' Difcover not the theft, whoe'er thou be, 
' And take that milk-white heifer for thy fee. 
' Gq, ftranger," cries the clown, '* fecurely on, 
' That floneihaUfooner tell i*' andflDLW'ii^ftJS^^^ 
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The god withdrew, bat ftraight retorn'd agaib. 
In fpeech and haUt like a country fwain; 
And cried out, ** Neighboiir, haft thou feea a btsf 
" Of bullocks and of heifers pafs this way? 
" In the recovery of roy cattle jdn, 
** A bullock and a heifer ihaU be thine." 
The peafant quick replies, " You'll find them then 
♦• In yon dark vale :" and in the vale they were. 
The double bribe had his falfe heart beguil'd: 
The god, fuccefsful in the trial, fmil'd; 
" And doft thou thus betray myfelf to me? 
*' Me to myfelf doft thou betray?'* fays he: 
Then to a Toucb-ftwe turns the faithlefs fpy. 
And in his name records his infamy. 

THE STORY OF AGLAUROS, TRANS- 
FORMED INTO A STATUE. 

THIS done, the god flew up on high, and pafs'< 
O'er lofty Athens, by Minerva grac'd. 
And wide Munichia, whilft his eyes furvey 
All the vaft region that beneath him lay. 

*Twas now the feaft, when each Athenian maid 
Her yearly homage to Minerva paid; 
In canifters, with garlands cover'd o'er, 
I^gh on their heads their myftic gifts they bore# 
And now, returning in a folemn train. 
The troop of ihining virgins fill'd the plwn. 

The god well-pleas'd beheld the pompous fhow, 
And faw the bright poceffion pafs below; 
Then veer*d about, and took a wheeling flight, 
Atkd hover'd o'ci them; a& ^^^x^^^^kite^ 
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Th4t fiaalla the fluughter'd violin from on higH> ^ 
Fliei at 4 diffauice« if the priclU are iiigh^ > 

Aa4 bflUt uwfoAt mid keeps it in her eye : j 

So kept ^e god the virgin choir in view. 
And in flow winding circles round them flew. 

As Lucifer excels the meaneii: Bslt, 
Or, as the full-orb'd Phoebe Lucifer; 
So mach did Herse all the reH outvy» 
And gave a grace to the folemnity, 
Hermes was fir'd, as in the clouds he hung : 
So the cold bullet, that with fury flung 
l^rom Balearic engines mounts on high, 
GWs in the whirl, and burns along the iky. 
At length he pitch'd upon the ground, and fhow'd 
The form divine, the features of a god. 
He Iq^ew their virtue o'er a female heart. 
And yet he ftrives to better them by art. 
He hangs his mantle looie, and fets to (how 
The golden edging on the feam below; 
Adjafts his flowing curls, and in his hand 
Waves with an air the fleep-procurbg wand : 
The glittering {andals to his feet applies. 
And to each heel the well-trim'd piiuon ties. 

His ornament^ with niceft art difplay'd. 
He feeks th' apartment of the royal maid. 
The ro(of was aU with polifliM ivory fin'd. 
That, richly mix'd, in clouds of tortoife fliin'd. 
Three rooms contiguous in a range were plac'd; 
The midmoft by the beauteous Hersi grac*d; 
Her virgin fitters lodg'd on either fide. 
^iUaros Hrit th^ approaching god defcry^ 
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And* as He crofs'd her chamber^ afk'd his name^ 
And what his bufinefs wasj and whence he came. 
'* I come," reply'd the god, *' from heayen to woa 
** Your fifter, and to make an aant of you; 
" I am the fon and meflenger of Jove, 
•' My name is Mercury, my bufinefs love ; 
*' Do you, kind damfel, take a lover's part, 
*• And gain admittance to your lifter's heart." 

She ftar'd him in the face with looks amaz'd. 
As when (he on Minerva's fecret gaz'd. 
And aflcs a mighty treafure for her hire. 
And, till he brings it, makes the god retire* 
Minerva griev'd to fee the nymph fucceed ; 
And now remembring the late impious deed. 
When, difobedient to her ftrift command. 
She touch'd the cheft with an unhallow'd hand; 
In big-fwoln fighs her inward rage exprefs'd. 
That heav'd the rifing ^gis on her breaft; 
Then fought out Envy in her dark abode, 
Defird with ropy gore and clots of blood : 
Shut from the winds, and from the wholefome ikicsi 
In a deep vale the gloomy dungeon lies, 
Difmal and cold, where not a beam of light 
Invades the winter, or difturbs the night. 

Direftly to the cave her courfe fhe fteer'd; 
Againft the gates her martial lance fhe rear'd; r 
The gates flew open, and the fiend appear'd. J 
A poifonous morfel in her teeth ftie chew'd. 
And gorg'd the flefli of vipers for her food. 
Minerva, loathing, tum'd away her eye; 
Tie iidcous monfter, nfix^gV^^iN^^* 
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Came ftalking forward with a fuUen pace> 

And left her mangled ofFals on the place. 

Soon as ihe faw the goddefs gay and bright. 

She fetched a groan at fuch a chearfnl iight. 

Livid and meagre were her looks, her eye 

In fool diftorted glances tum'd awry; 

A lH)ard of gall her inward parts poflefs'd, 

Andfpread a greennefs o*er her canker 'd breaft; 

Her teeth were brown with raft; and from her tongue, 

la dangling drops, the ihringy polfon hung. 

She never fmile$ but when the wretched weep. 

Nor lulls her malice with a moment's fleep. 

Reftleis in ipite : while, watchful to deftroy, 

She ]»nes and fickens at another's joy; 

Foe to herfelf, diibeffing and difbeft, 

She bears her own tormentor in her breaft. 

The goddefs gave (for fhe abhorr'd her fight) 

A Ihort command: '' To Athens fpeed thy flight; 

" On curft Aglauros try thy utmoft art, 

" And fix thy rankeft venoms in her heart.'' 

Iliis {aid, her fpear fiie puih'd againfi the ground,^ 

^d, mounting from it with an adive bomid, 

^lew off* to heaven : The h^g with eyes aikew 

U)ok'd up, and mutter'd caries as ihe flew; 

^or fore flic fretted, and began to grieve 

^t the fuccefs which flie herfelf muft give. 

llien takes her fiaff, hung round with wreaths of thorn, 

^ fails along, in a black whirlwind borne, 

O'er fields and flowery meadows : where flie fteers 

^cr baneful courfe a mighty Uaft appears. 
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Mildews and blights; the metdows are defiic'd. 
The fields^ the flowers, and thei^diole year, laid waib: 
On mortals next* and peopled towns ihe falltf^ 
And breathes a burning plague among their wtBc« 

When Athens ihe beheld, for ans reBO#n'd, 
With peace made happy, and with plenty erombi'i, 
Scarce could the hideous fiend hota tears foAtiatt 
To find OBt tx)thing that defenrM a tear. 
Th' apartment now ihe enter'd, where at reft 
Aglaoros lay, with gentle ileep oppfeft. 
To execute Minerva's dke command. 
She fh-ok'd the tirgin with her canker'd hand. 
Then prickly thorns into her breail conrcy'd. 
That Aung to tfuldnefs the deroted maid : 
Her fabtle venom ftill improves the fmart. 
Frets in the blood, and feflers in the heart. 

To make the work more fnre, a fcene ihe dreviTi 
And plao'd before the dreaming virgin's view 
Her fiber's marriage, and her glorious htc; 
Th* imaginary bride appears in ihite ; 
The brid^gifoom vlfith unwonted beauty glows; 
For Envy Hiagdfies whatever ih^ ihows. 

Full of the dream, Aglauros pin*d away 
In tears all flight, in darknefs all die day; 
Confum'd like ice, that jufl begins to runi 
When feebly frtdttcn by the difbint fun; 
Or like tf ftf^ioiefome weeds, that fet on fire 
Are ilowly wafteJd, and in fmt^e expire. 
Giten up tb envy (for in every thought 
The thorns^ tile Vemnft» «(ti the vifion wr60gU) 
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be call on death, as oft decreed^ 
ia& fee her Mer's wiih facceed^ 
er awful father what had paft: 
1 before the door herfelf ihe cail; 
ing on the groand with fallen pride, 
e to the love-iick god deny'd. 
care{s'd, and for admii&on pray'd, 
h'd in fofteft words th' enyenom'd maid. 
\t footh'd; '< Begone!" the maid replies, 
re I keep my feat, and never rife." 
keep thy feat for ever," cries the god, 
:h'd the door, wide opening to his rod. 
lid ihe rife, and ftop him, but fhe found 
k too heavy to forfake the ground; 
to are all bennmb'd, her hands toe pale, 
rble now appears in every nail, 
a cancer in the body feeds, 
dual death from limb to limb proceeds; 
the chilnefs to each vital part 
J degrees, and creeps into her heart; 
-dening every where, and fpeechlefs grown, 
onmov'd, and freezes to a ftone. 
lier envious hue and fallen mien 
le fedentary figure feen. 

EUROPAURAPS. 

N now the god his fury had allayM, 
en vengeance of the ftubbom maid» 
lere the bright Athenian torreti rife 
iX§ aloft^ and re-»a(cendi the iidis. 
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Jove (aw him enter the fublixne abodesi 
And, as he mix'd among the croud of Gods, 
Beckon'd him out, and drew him from the reft. 
And in foft whifpers thus hb will exprefl : 

*' My trufty Hermes, by whofe ready aid 
•' Thy Sire's commands are through the woridconrey' 
•» Refume thy wings, exert their utmoft force, 
*' And to. the walls of Sidon fpecd thy courfe; 
•« There find a herd of heifers wandering o'er 
<' The neighbouring hill, and drive them to the fhore. 

Thus fpoke the God, concealing his intent. 
The trufty Hermes on his meffage went. 
And found the herd of heifers wandering o'er 
A neighbouring hill, and drove them to the ihore; 
Where the King's daughter with a lovely train 
Of fellow-nymphs, was fporting on the plainV 

The dignity of empire laid afide 
(For love but ill agrees with kingly pride) t 
The ruler of the ikies, the thundc^ring God, 
Who fhakes the world's foundations with a nod^ 
Among a herd of lowing heifers ran^ 
Frifk'd in a bull, and bellow'd o'er the plains 
Large rolls of fat about his fhoulders clung> 
And from his neck the double dewlap hung^ 
His ikin was whiter than the fnow that lies 
UnfuUy 'd by the breath of fouthern ikies ; 
Small ihining horns on his curl'd forehead iiand» 
As tum'd and poliih'd by the workman's han^; 
His eye*balls roll'd, not formidably bright. 
But gaz'd and languiih'd with a gentle light. 
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His every look was peaceful 9 and expreft 
The foftnefs of the lover in the beaft. 

Ageiior's royal daughter, as fhe play'd 
Among tlie fields, the milk-white bull furvey'd. 
And view'd his fpotlefs body with delight. 
And at a diftance kept him in her fight. 
At length fhe pluck'd the rifing flowers, and fed 
The gentle beaft, and fondly ftrok'd his head. 
He flood well-pleas'd to touch the charming fair. 
But hardly could confine his pleafure there. 
And now he wantons o'er the neighbouring ftrand. 
Now rolls his body on the yellow fand ; 
And now, perceiving all her fears decay'd, 
Comes toffing forward to the royal maid ; 
Gives her his breaft to ftroke, and downward turns 
Ks grifly brow, and gently ftoops his horns. 
Itt flowery wreaths the royal virgin dreft 
Ks bending horns, and kindly clapt his breaft. 
Till now grown wanton, and devoid of fear, 
Not knowing that Ihe preft the thunderer, 
She plac'd herfelf upon his back, and rode 
^'er fields and meadows, feated on the God. 

He gently march 'd along, and by degrees 
^cft the dry meadow, and approach'd the feas ; 
^ere now he dips his hoofs, and wets his thighs, 
^ow plunges in, and carries off the prize, 
^^e frighted nymph looks backward on the fhore, 
^nd hears the tumbling billows round her roar ; 
^^t ftill fhe holds him faft : one hand is borne 
^Pon his back ; the other grafps a horn ; 

^OL, XXX, L 
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Her train of raffling garments flies behind. 
Swells in the air, and hovers in the wind. 

Through ftorms and tempefts he the virgin b 
And lands her fafe on the Didean (hore ; 
Where now* in his divineft form array 'd. 
In his true ihape he captivates the maid : 
Who gazes on him, and with wondering eyes 
Beholds the new majeftic figure rife. 
His glowing features, and celefHal light. 
And all the God difcover'd to her light. 
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)VID's METAMORPHOSES. 
BOOK III. 
THE STORY OF CADMUS, 

HEN now Agenor had his daughter loft> 
He fent his Ton to fearch on every coaft; 
I ftemly bid him to his arms reftore 
'. dariing maid^ or fee his face no more, 
live an exile in a foreign clime ; 
IS was the father pious to a crime, 
lie refUefs youth fearchM all the world around ; 
how can Jove in his amours be found ? 
Ml, dr'd at length with unfuccefsful toil, 
(him his angry fire and native foil, 
goes a fuppliant to the Delphic dome ; 
re afks the God what new-appointed home 
old end his wanderings, and his toils relieve. 
Delphic oracles this anfwer give : 
Behold among the fields a lonely cow, 
nwom with yokes, unbroken to the plough ; 
[ark well the place where firft (he lays her down, 
here meafure out thy walls, and build thy town, 
od from thy guide Bceotia call the land, 
which the deltin'd walls and town fhall ftand." 
fooner had he left the dark abode, 
with the promife of the Delphic God, 
m in the fields the fatal cow he view'd, 
gall'd with yokes, nor worn with fervitude 
gently at a diibmce he ptirfued ; 

L 2 
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And, as he walk'd aloof, in filence pi-ay'd 
To the great power whofe counfels he obey'd. 
Her way through flowery Panope ihe took. 
And now, Cephifus, crofs'd thy filver brook; 
When to the heavens her'fpacious front fhe rais'd. 
And bellow'd thrice, then backward turnbg gaz*d 
On thofe behind, till on the deftin'd place 
She ftoop'd, and couch'd amid the rifing grafs. . 

Cadmus falutes the foil, and gladly hails 
The new-found mountains, and the namelefs vales, 
And thanks the Gods, and turns about his eye 
To fee his new dominions round him lie ; 
Then fends his fervants to a neighbouring grove 
For living ftreams, a facrifice to Jove. 
O'er the wide plain there rofe a fhady wood 
Of aged trees ; in its dark bofom ftood 
A buihy thicket, pathlefs and unworn, 
0*er-run with brambles, and perplex'd with thorn. 
Amidft the brake a hollow den was found. 
With rocks and fhelving arches vaulted round. 

Deep in the dreary den, conceal'd from day. 
Sacred to Mars, a mighty dragon lay. 
Bloated with poifon to a monftrous fize ; 
Fire broke in flafhes when he glanc'd his eyes : 
His towering creft was glorious to behold. 
His fhoulders and his fides were fcal'd with gold ; 
Three tongues he brandifh'd when he charg'd his foci 
His teeth ftood jaggy in three dreadful rows. 
The Tynans in the den for water fought. 
And with their urns expVot'd l\i^ \vollow vault j 
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From fide to fide their empty urns rebound. 

And roufe the fleepy Terpen t with the found. 

Straight he beftirs him, and is feen to rife ; ^ 

And now with dreadful hillings fills the fkies, > 

And darts his fbrky tongue, and rolls his glaring eyes . j 

The Tyrians drop their veffels in the fright. 

All pale and trembling at the hideous fight. 

Spire above fpire uprear'd in air he flood. 

And, gazing round him, overlook'd the wood : 

Then floating on the ground, in circles roU'd ; 

Then leap 'd upon them in a mighty fold. 

Of fach a bulk, and fuch a monfh-ous fize. 

The ferpent in the polar circle lies, 

Thatftretches over half the northern fkies. 

fc vain the Tyrians on their arms rely, 

^n vain attempt to fight, in vain to fly : 

All their endeavours and their hopes are vain ; 

Some die entangled in the winding train ; 

Some are devour'd ; or feel a loathfome death, 

Swoln up with blafls of peftilential breath. 

And now the fcorching fun was mounted high, 
^^ all its luflre, to the noon-day fky ; 
^en, anxious for his friends, and filPd with cares, 
Tofearch the woods th' impatient chief prepares. 
A lion's hide around his loins he wore, 
'^he well-pois'd javelin to the field he bore 
Jnur*d to blood ; the far-deflroying dart, 
"^i^d, the befl weapon, an undaunted heart, 
^oon as the youth approached the fatal place, 
"^ faw his fervants breathlefs on the graCs •, 

^ 3 
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The fcaly foe amid their corpfe he view'd, 
BaHdng at eafe, and feafting in their blood. 
•' Such friends," he cries, *' deferv'd a longwdat 
•' But Cadmus will revenge, or (hare their fate.'* 
Then heavM a flone, and, rifing to the throw. 
He fent it in a whirlwind at the foe : 
A tower, ailaulted by fo rude a ftroke. 
With 9II its lofty battlements had fhook ; 
But nothing here th* unwieldy rock avails. 
Rebounding harmlefs from the plaited fcales. 
That, firmly join'd, preferv'd him from a wound. 
With native armour crufted all around. 
With more fuccefs the dart unerring flew. 
Which at his back the raging warrior threw ; 
Amid the plaited fcales it took its courfe. 
And in the fpinal marrow fpent its force. 
The monfler hifs'd aloud, and rag'd in vara. 
And writh'd his body to and fro with pain ; 
And bit the fpear, and wrench'd the wood away : 
The point dill buried in the marrow lay. 
And now his rage, increafing with his pain. 
Reddens his eyes, and beats in every vein ; 
Ohum'd in his teeth the foamy venom rofe, 
Whilft from his mouth a blafl of vapours flows. 
Such as th' infernal Stygian waters cail : 
The plants around him wither in the blafl. 
Now in a maze of rings he lies enroll'd. 
Now all unravel'd, and without a fold; 
Now, like a torrent, with a mighty force 
Bears down the foreft in bis boiftierQus courfe. 
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Cadmus gave back, and on the lion's fpoil 
Saibin*d the fhock, then forced him to recoil ; 
The pmnted javelin warded of his rage : 
Mad with his pains, and furious to engage. 
The ferpent champs the fteel, and bites the ipear« 
TiD blood and venom all the point befmear. 
Bat ftill the hurt he yet received was flight ; 
For, whilft the champion with redoubled might 
Strikes home the javelin. Ids retiring foe 
Shrinks from the wound, and difappoints the blow« 

The dauntlefs hero (till purfues his llroke. 
And prefles forward, till a knotty oak 
Retards his foe, and (tops him in the rear ; 
Foil in his throat he plunged the fatal fpear. 
That in th' extended neck a pafTage found. 
And pierc'd the folid timber through the wound, 
Fix'd to the reeUng trunk, with many a ftroke 
Of his huge tail, he lalh'd the fturdy oak ; 
Till, fpent with toil, and labouring hard for breath. 
He now lay twilling in the pangs of death. 

Cadmus beheld him wallow in a flood 
Of fwinmiing poifon, intermixed with blood ; 
When fuddenly a fpeech was heard from high, 
(The fpeech was heard, nor was the fpeaker nigh) 
*' Why doft thou thus with fecret pleafure fee, 
** Infulting man ! what thou thyfelf (halt be ?'* 
Aftonifti'd at the voice, he flood amaz'd. 
And all around with inward horror gaz'd : 
When Pallas fwift defcending from the fkies, 
Pallas, the guardian of the bold ^xvi vnfe> 
L 4 
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Bids him plow up the field, and fcatter round 
The dragon's teeth o'er all the furrow'd ground ; 
Then tells the youth how to his wondering eyes 
Embattled armies from the field fhould rife. 

He fows the teeth at Pallas 's command. 
And flings the future people from his hand. 
The clods grow warm, and crumble where he fov 
And now the pointed {pears advance in rows ; 
Now nodding plumes appear, and fhining crefts. 
Now the broad fhoulders and the rifing breafts : 
O'er all the field the breathing harveft fwarms, 
A growing hoft, a crop of men and arms. 

So through the parting ftage a figure rears 
Its body up, and limb by limb appears 
By juft degrees ; till all the man arife. 
And in his full proportion ftrikes the eyes, 

Cadmus, furpriz'd, and flartled at the fight 
Of his new foes, prepared hjmfelf for fight : 
When one cry'd out, " Forbear, fond man, forbc 
*^ To mingle in a blind promifcuous war." 
This faid, he flruck his brother to the ground, 
Himfelf expiring by another's wound ; 
Nor did the third his conqueft long furvive. 
Dying ere fcarce he had begun to live. 

The dire example ran through all the field. 
Till heaps of brothers were by brothers kill'd ; 
The furrows fwam in blood : and only five 
Of all the vaU increafe were left alive. 
Echion one, at Pallas's command. 
Let fill the guiltlefs weapoti fiom his hand ; 
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And with the reft a peaceful treaty makes. 
Whom Cadmus as his friends and partners takes ; 
So founds a city on the promis'd earth. 
And gives his new Boeotian empire birth. 

Here Cadmus reign'd; and now one would have 
The royal founder in his exile bleft : [guefs'd 

Long did he live within his new abodes, 
Ally*d by marriage to the deathlefs gods ; 
And, in a fruitful wife's embraces old, 
A long increafe of children's children told : 
^ot no frail man, however great or high, 
^an be concluded bleft before he die. 

Aftaeon was the firft of all his race. 
Who griev'd his grandlire in his borrowed face ; 
^ondemn'd by ftern Diana to bemoan 
Tie branching horns, and vifage not his own ; 
To Ihun his once-lov'd dogs, to bound away, 
M from their huntfman to become their prey. 
\nd yet confider why the change was wrought, 
You'll find it his misfortune, not his fault; 
)r if a fault, it was the fault of chance : 
or how can guilt proceed from ignorance ? 

HE TRANSFORMATION OF ACTiEON 
INTO A STAG. 

IN a fair chace a ftiady mountain ftood, 

^11 ftor'd with game, and mark'd with trails of blood. 

re did the huntfmen till the heat of day 

rfue the ftag, and load themfdves with prey > 
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When thus Aftaeon calling to the reft : 
** My friends," fays he, " our fport is at the beft. 
*^ The fun is high advanc'd, and downward iheds 
*' His burning beams diredly on our heads ; 
** Then by confent abftam from further (poils, 
*' Call off the dogs, and gather up the toils ; 
** And ere to-morrow's fun begins his race, 
*' Take the cool morning to renew the chacc.". 
They all confent, and in a chearful train 
The jolly huntfmen, loaden with the flain. 
Return in triumph from the fultry plain. 

Down in a vale with pine and cyprefs clad, 
Refrelh'd with gentle winds, and brown with fhadc, 
The chafte Diana's private haunt, there ftood 
Full in the center of the darkfome wood 
A fpacious grotto, all around o'er-grown 
With hoary mofs, and arch'd with pumice-ftonc : 
From out its rocky clefts the waters flow. 
And trickling fwell into a lake below. 
Nature had every where fo play'd her part. 
That every where fhe feem'd to vie with art. 
Here the bright goddefs, toil'd and chaPd withhca 
Was wont to bathe her in the cool retreat. 

Here did (he now with all her train refort. 
Panting with heat, and breathlefs from the fport ; 
Her armour-bearer laid her bow afide. 
Some loos'd her fandals, fome her veil unty'd; 
Each bufy nymph her proper part undreft ; 
While Crocale, more handy than the reft. 
Gathered her flowing hair, and in a noofe 
Bound it together, w\v\\&\vw wnvVxsixv^lQQfe- 
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Five of the more ignoble fort by turns 
Fetch up the water, and unlade their urns. 

Now all undreft the fhining goddefs ftood. 
When young Aftaeon, wilder'd in the wood. 
To the cool grot by his hard fate betray'd. 
The fountains fill'd with naked nymphs furvey'd. 
The frighted virgins (hriek'd at the furprize 
(The foreft echo'd with their piercing cries) . 
Tlien in a huddle round their goddefs preft : 
She, proudly eminent above the reft, 
With bluflies glow'd ; fuch blufties as adorn 
The ruddy welkin, or the purple mom : 
And though the crowding nymphs her body hide, 
&lf backward fhrunk, and view'd him from afide. 
Surpriz'd, at firft ftie would have fnatch'd her bow, 
«ttt fees the circling waters round her flow ; 
Thefe in the hollow of her hand flie took. 
And dalh'd them in his face, while thus fhe fpoke : 
" Tell, if thou canft, the wondrous fight difclos'd ; 
'* A goddefs naked to thy view expos'd." 

This faid, the man begun to difappear 
By flow degrees, and ended in a deer. 
A rifing horn on either brow he wears. 
And ftretches out hb neck, and pricks his ears ; 
Rough is his ikin, with fudden hairs o'er-grown, 
ffis bofom pants with fears before unknown. 
Transform'd at length, he flies away in hafte, 
And wonders why he flies away fo faft. 
But as by chance* within a neighbouring brook, 
^e faw his branching horns and altCT'd look. 
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Wretched Aftaeon ! in a dokfbl tone 
He try'd to fpeak, but only gave a groan ; 
And as he wept, within the watery glafs 
He faw the big round drops, with filent pace. 
Run trickling down a favage hairy face. 
What Ihould he do? Or feek his old abodes. 
Or herd among the deer, and fculk in woods ? 
Here fhame difluades him, there his fear prevails. 
And each by turns his aking heart aflails. 

As he thus ponders, he behind him fpies 
His opening hounds, and now he hears their cries : 
A generous pack, or to maintain the chace. 
Or fnuiF the vapour from the fcented grafs. 

He bounded off with fear, and fwiftly ran 
O'er craggy mountains, and the flowery pl^; 
Through brakes and thickets forc'd his way, and flew 
Through many a ring, where once he did purfue. 
In vain he oft endeavour'd to proclaim 
His new misfortune, and to tell his name ; 
Nor voice nor words the brutal tongue fupplies ; 
From fhoutin-^ men, and horns, and dogs, he flies, 
Deafen'd and fl:unn'd with their promifcuous cries. 
When now the fleeteft of the pack, that preft 
Clofe at his heels, and fprung before the refl:. 
Had faften'd on him, ftraight another pair 
Hung on his wounded haunch, and held him there, 
Till all the pack came up, and every hound 
Tore the fad huntfman groveling on the ground; 
Who now appear'd but one continued wound. 
With dropping tears his bitter fate he moans. 
And SUa the mountam mx)n.\vY% ^Y^^'?. %;t^acis. 
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iis fervants with a piteous look he fpics, 

\nd turns about his fupplicating eyes. 

^is fervants, ignorant of what had chanc'd, 

il^th eager hafte and joyful fliouts advanced, 

W call'd their Lord Adbeon to the game ; 

He ihook his head in anfwer to the name ; 

^e heard, but wilh'd he had indeed been gone. 

Or only tp have ftood a looker-on. 

Bat, to his grief, he finds himfelf too near. 

And feels his ravenous dogs with fury tear 

Their wrenched mailer panting in a deer. 

THE BIRTH OF BACCHUS. 

ACTION'S fufFerings, and Diana's rage, 
^id all the thoughts of men and gods engage ; 
Some call'd the evils, which Diana wrought. 
Too great, and difproportion'd to the fault ; 
^ers again efteem'd Aftaeon's woes 
fit for a virgin-goddefs to impofe. 
The hearers into different parts divide, 
Aiid reafons are produc'd on either fide. 

Juno alone, of all that heard the news, 
Nor would condemn the goddefs, nor excufe : 
^^e heeded not the juftice of the deed, 
^ttt joy'd to fee the race of Cadmus bleed ; 
^or Itill fhc kept Europa in her mind, 
^^d, for her fake, detefted all her kind, 
^cfides, to aggravate her hate, fhe heard 
w Semele, to Jove's embrace prefcrr'd, 
^as now grown big with an immortal load, 
^nd carry 'd in her womb a future God. 
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Thus terribly mcens'4> the goddefs broke 
To fudden fury, and abruptly fpoke : 

*' Are my reproaches of fo fmali a force ? 
«' 'Tis time I then purfue another courfe: 
** It is decreed the guilty wretch fhall die, 
" If I *m indeed the miftrefs of the fky ; 
*' If rightly ftyl'd among the powers abore 
" The wife and filler of the thundering Jove 
*' (And none can fure a lifter's right deny) ; 
*' It is decreed the guilty wretch (hall die. 
*' She boafts an honour I can hardly claim ; 
** Pregnant (he rifes to a mother's name ; 
** While proud and vain ihe triumphs in her Jo?c, 
** And fhows the glorious tokens of his love : 
*' But if- I'm ftill the miftrefs of the flues, 
*' By her own lover the fond beauty dies." 
This faid, defcending in a yellow cloud. 
Before the gates of Semele ftie ftood. 

Old Beroe's decrepit fhape ftie wears. 
Her wrinkled vifage, and her hoary hairs ; 
Whilft in her trembling gait flie totters on. 
And learns to tattle la the nurfe's tone. 
The goddefs, thus difguis'd in age, beguil'd 
With pleafing ftories her falfe fofter-child. 
Much did ftie talk of love, and when ftie came 
To mention to the nymph her lover's name. 
Fetching a ftgh, and holding down her head, 
*' 'Tis well," fays ftie, *' if all be true that's faii 
*' But truft me, child, I 'm much indtn'd to fear 
'' Some counterfeit m x\iV& ^qmi ^u^iter. 
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' Many an honeft well-defignbg maid 
' Has been by thefe pretended gods betray'd. 
' But if he be indeed the thundering Jove> 
' M. him, when next he courts the rites of love, 
'* Defcend triumphant from th' ethereal (ky, 
" In aU the pomp of his divinity ; 
" Encompais'd round by thofe celeftial charms, 
" Widi which he fills th' inmiortal Juno's arms.'* 

Th' unwary nymph, enfnar'd with what fhe faid, 
Dcfir*d of Jove, when next he fought her bed. 
To grant a certain gift which fhe would choofe ; 
*• Fear not," replied the God, *• that I 'U refufe 
** Whate'er you afk : may Styx confirm my voice, 
** Choofe what you will, and you fhall have your choice. 
** Then,** fays the nymph, " when next you feek my 
" May you defcend in thofe celeftial charms [arms 
" Wth which your Juno's bofom you inflame, 
'' And fill with tranfport heaven's immortal dame." 
The God furpriz'd would fain have flopp'd her voice : 
But he had fwom, and fhe had made her choice. 

To keep his promife, he afcends, and fhrouds 
Hij awfiil brow in whirlwinds and in clouds ; 
'^Tulft all around, in terrible array, 
tts thunders rattle, and his lightnings play. 
^ yet, the dazzling luflre to abate, 
^c fet not out in all his pomp and flate, 
^Jad in the mildeft lightning of the fkies, 
And arm'd with thunder of the fmalleft fize : 
'^ot thofe huge bolts, by which the giants flwn 
'^y overthrown on the Phlegrean plain. 
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*Twas of a leffer mold, and lighter weight; 
They call it thunder of a fecond rate. 
For the rough Cyclops, who by Jove's commiaiid 
Tempered the bolt, and turn'd it to his hand, 
Work'd up lefs flame and fury in its make. 
And quench 'd it fooner in the ftanding lake. 
Thus dreadfully adorn'd, with horror bright, 
Th' illuftrious God, defcending from his height, 
Came rufhing on her in a ftorm of light. 

The mortal dame, too feeble to engage 
The lightning's flalhes and the thunder's rage, 
Confum'd amidft the glories fhe defir'd. 
And in the terrible embrace expir'd. 

But, to preferve his offspring from the tomb, 
Jove took him fmoking from the blafted womb ; 
And, if on ancient tales we may rely, 
Inclos'd th' abortive infant in his thigh. 
Here, when the babe had all his time fulfill'd, 
Ino firft took him for her fofter-child ; 
Then the Nifeans, in their dark abode, 
Nurs'd fecretly with milk the thriving God. 

THE TRANSFORMATION OF TIRESlAi 

'TWAS now, while thefe tranfaftions paft on cart 
And Bacchus thus procur'd a fecond birth. 
When Jove, difpos'd to lay afide the weight 
Of public empire, and the cares of ftate; 
As to his Queen in neftar bowls he quafF'd, 
" In troth," fays he, (and as he fpoke he laughM, 
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The fenfe of pleafore in the male is hr 
More dun and dead, than what you females ihare.'* 
mo the trath of what was faid deny'd; -% 

jrefias therefore muft the cauTe decide; L 

^or he the pleafure of each fex had try'd* j 

It happened once> within a fhady wood, 
[Vo twifted fnakes he in conjundion viewed; 
Vhen with his ftaff their ilimy folds he broke^ 
W loft his manhood at the fatal ftrokei 
Jot, after feven revolving years, he viewed 
rhe felf-iame ferpents in the felf-fame ivood; 

* And if," fays he, " fuch virtue in you lie, -^ 

* That he who dares your (limy folds untye L 

* Muft change his kind, a fecond ftroke 1*11 try,'* \ 
^gain he ftruck the ihakes, and ftood again 
^ew-fex'd, and ilraight recovered into man, 

ffim therefore both the Deities create 

rhe fovereign umpire in their grand debate : 

And he declared for Jove : when Juno, fir'd, 

More than fo trivial an affair required. 

Deprived him, in her fury, of his fight, 

^d left him groping round in fudden night. 

hit Jove (for fo it is in heaven decreed, 

^ no one God repeal another's deed) 

^radiates all his foul with inward light, 

ind with the prophet's art relieves the want of fight. 

THE TRANSFORMATION OF ECHO. 

FAM'D far and near for knowing things to come, 
rom him th* enquiring nations fought theic dQom\ 
VOL. xxx» M 
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The fair Liriope his anfwers try'd. 
And &r£t th' unerring prophet juftify'd; 
This nymph the God Cephifus had abuaMi 
With ail his winding waters drcmnfos'd. 
And on the Nereid got a lovely boy. 
Whom the foft maids ev'n then beheld with joy. 

The tender dame, folicitous to know 
Whether her child ihould reach old age or no, 
Confults the fage Tirefias, who replies, 
•» If e'er he knows himfelf, he furely dies,** 
Long liv'd the dubious mother in fufpenfe. 
Till time unriddled all the prophet's fenfe, 

NarcifTus now his fixteenth year began, 
Juft turn'd of boy, and on the verge of man; 
Many a friend the blooming yOuth carefs'd. 
Many a love-iick maid her flame confefs'd. 
Such was his pride, in vain the friend carefs'd. 
The love-iick maid in vain her flame confefsM. 

Once, in th6 woods, as he purfued the chace. 
The babbling Echo had defcry'd his face; 
She, who in others' words her filence breaks. 
Nor fpeaks herfelf but when another fpeaks. 
Echo was then a mdd, of fpeech bereft. 
Of wonted fpeech; for though her voice was Ieft# 
Juno a curfe did on her tongue impofe. 
To fport with every fentence in the clofe. 
Full often, when the goddefs might have caught 
Jove and her rivals in the very fault. 
This nymph with fiibtle flx>ries would delay 
Her doming, tSl flie loven ffij^'d away. 
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The Goddefs found oat tke deceit in ^e. 
And then ihe cry 'd> *« Thattongue> for this thy crime, 
** Whiqh cauU fo many fubtlc talcs produce, 
'* Shall be hwegfter but of little ufe.*» 
Hence 'tis Ihe pratdes in a fainter tone. 
With mimic Amnds, and accents not her own. 

This love-fick virgin, over-joy'd to find 
The boy alime, ftill foUow'd him behind; 
When glowing warmly at her near approach. 
As fulphur blazes at the taper's touch. 
She long'd her hidden paiSon to reveal. 
And tell her puns, but had not words to tell: 
She can't begin, but wait^ for the rebound. 
To catch his voice, and to return the (bund. 

The nymph, when nothing could NarcifTus move. 
Still daih'd with bluflies for her flighted love, 
Liv'd in the fhady covert of the woods. 
In folitary caves and dark abodes ; 
Where pining wander'd the rejeded fair. 
Till, harafs'd out, and worn away with care. 
The founding ft;eleton, of blood bereft, 
Befides her bones and voice had nothing left. 
Her bones are petrify 'd, her voice is found 
In vaults, where ftill it doubles every found. 



THE STORY OF NARCISSUS. 
THUS did the nymph in vain carefs the boy. 
He ftill was lovely, but he ftill was coy : 
When one fidr virgin of the flighted train 
Thus pray'd the gods, provok'd by his difdain, 
« Ohmayhelovelikeme,andlovc1Sk'5m^\».^mftN?^' 
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Rhamnufia pity'd the negleded har. 

And with joft vengeance anfwer*d to her prayer. 

There ftands a fountain in a darkfome wood* 
Nor ftain'd with falling leaves nor rifing mod; 
Untroubled by the breath of winds it refts, 
Unfully'd by the toudi of men or beafts; 
Ifigh bowers of fhady trees above it grow* 
And rifing grafs and chearfid greens below. 
Pleas'd wi^ the form and coolnefs of the place* 
And over-heated by the morning chace* 
Narciflus on the grafly verdure lies : 
But whilft within the cryftal fount he tries 
To quench his heat^ he feels new heats arife. 
For, as lus own bright image he furvey*d. 
He fell in love widi the fantaftic fhade; 
And o'er the fair refemblance hung unmovM* 
Nor knew> fond youdi ! it was himfelf he lov'd. 
The well-tum'd neck and fhoulders he defcries. 
The fpacious forehead, and the iparkling eyes; 
The hands that Bacchus might not fcom to (haw. 
And hair that round Apollo's head might flow* 
With all the purple youthfulnefs of fece* 
That gently blulhes in the watery glafs. 
By his own flames confum'd, the lover lies. 
And gives himfelf the wound by which he dies« 
To the cold water oft he joins his lips* 
Oft catching at the beauteous fhade he dips 
I£s arms, as often from himfelf he flips. 
Nor knows he who it is his arms purfue 
With eager dafps* buX\ov«%\i<& ki&ows not who. 
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Tat covid, fond ypath, t)u8 helplds paffio^ move? 

ihatldiidle in thee this impity'd love? 

If own warm bluih within the water glow», 

ith thee die adour'd fhadow comes and goes« 

t empty beii^ on thyfelf relies; 

ep them afide« and the frail charmer dies. 

Still o'er the fbontain's watery gleam he flood, 

indlefi pf fleep, and negligent of food ; 

in view'd his face, and languiih'd as he view'd. 

: lengtli he rais'd his head, and thus began 

I vent his griefs, and tell the woods his pain: 

You trees," fays he, ** and thou furronnding grove. 

Who oft have been the kindly fcenes of love, 

Tdl me, if e'er within your (hades did lie 

A youth fo tortured, fo perplex'd as I ! 

I who before me fee the charming fair, 

Whilfl there he ftands, and yet he ftands not there : 

In fnch a maze of love my thoughts are loft; 

And yet no bulwark'd town, nor diftant coall, 

Preferves the beauteous youth from being feen. 

No mountains rife, nor oceans flow between. 

A fhallow water lunders my embrace ; 

And yet the lovely mimic wears a face 

That kindly fmiles, and when I bend to join 

My lips to his, he fondly bends to mine. 

Eiear^ gentle youth, and pity my complaint. 

Come from thy well, diou fair inhabitant. 

K4y charms an eafy conqueft have obtain'd 

O'er other hearts, by thee alone difdain'd. 

But why fhould I defpair ? I 'm fure he burn? 

\yith equal flames, and langoifhes b^ X.vatA« 
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'* Whette^er I ftoop> he offers at a kifs : 
** And when my arms I ftretch, he ftrctchcs his. 
** His eye with pleafure on my face he keeps, 
*< He finiles my (hiiles, and ^tn I weep he weeps, 
** When-e'er I fpeak, his moving lips appear 
** To utter fomething, which I cannot hear. 
" Ah wretched me ! I now begin too late 
*^ To find out all the long perplex'd decdt; 
<* It is myfelf I love, myfelf I fee; 
** The gay delufion is a part of hie. 
<* I kindle up the fires by which I bnm, 
** And my own beauties from the well return. 
♦* Whom fhould I court ? How utter my complaint? J 
*' Enjoyment but produces my reftraint, f 

*' And too much plenty makes me die for want. ) 
*^ How gladly would I from myfelf remove ! 
*' And at a diftance fet the thing I love. 
*' My breaft is warm'd with fuch unufual fire, 
*' I wifti him abfent whom I moft defire. 
*' And now I faint with grief; my fate draws nigh> 
*' In all the pride of blooming youth I die. 
*' Death will the forrows of my heart relieve. 
" O might the vifionary youth furvive, 
*' I Ihould with joy my lateft breath refign ! 
*' But, oh 1 I fee his fate involved in mine." 

This faid, the weeping youth again return'd 
To the clear fountain, where again he burn'd ; 
His tears defac'd the furface of the well. 
With circle after circle, as they fell : 
And now the lovely face but half appears, 
O'er-run with wrinkles, axi^^dQxm'^^xJsy.xs.'^^- 
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Ahwibither/' crifs NarcUTus^ «« doftthou fly? 

Let me ftill feed the flame by wUch I die; 

Let me ftill fee, though I 'm no further blefl." 
"hen rends his garment off, and beats his breaft: 
\is naked bofimi redden'd widi the blow« 
1 fuch a blufli as purple clufters {how, 
re yet the fun's autumnal heats refine 
"ht fprlghtly juice> and mellow it to wine. 
lie glowing beaudes of his breail he fpies^ 
did with a new redoubled paflion dies. 
is wax diflblvesy as ice begins to run, 
knd trickle into drops before the fun, 
melts the youth, and languifhes away : 
Cs beauty withers, and his limbs decay, 
bid none of thofe attradtive charms remain, 
Po which the flighted Echo fued in vain. 

She faw him in his prefent mifery, 
^om, fpite of all her wrongs, ftie griev'd to fee. 
>he anfwer'd fadly to the lover's moan, 
>igh*d back his fighs, and groan'd to every groan; 
* Ah youth! belov'd in vain," Narciflus cries; 
' Ah youth I belov'd in vain,'* the nymph replies. 
' Farewel," fays he : the parting found fcarce fell 
horn his faint Hps, but ftie reply'd, " Farewel." 
Then on th' unwholfome earth he gafping lies, 
rill death ftiuts up thofe felf-admiring eyes. 
To the cold fliades his flitting ghoft retires, 
^d in the Stygian waves itfelf admires. 

For him the Naiads and the Dryads mourn, ^ 
Whom the fad Echo anfwers in her turn : > 

And now the flfler-nymphs prepare Yds mtci', i 
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When» looking for his corpTe^ they omly firaad 
A riiing fbdk with yellow bloiToms crown'd. 

THE STORY OF PENTHEUS. 

THIS fad event gave blind Tirefias fan^e, 
Through Greece eftablilh'd in a prophet's name. 

Th* unhallow'd Pentheus only durft deride 
The cheated people, and their eyelefs guide. 
To whom the prophet in his fury faid. 
Shaking the hoary honours of his head; 
*' 'Twere well, prefumptuous man, 'twere wdl 6r 

** thee 
*^ If thou wert eyelefs too, and blind, like me : 
*' For the time comes, nay, 'tis already here, 
*' When the young god's folemnities appear; 
** Which if thou dofl not with juft rites adorn, 
*' Thy impious carcafe, into pieces torn, 
*' Shall ftrew the woods, and hang on every thorn. 
*' Then, then, remember what I now foretel, 
*' And own the blind Tirefias faw too well." 
Still Pentheus fcorns him, and derides his flcill; 
But time did all the prophet's threats fulfil. 
For now through proftrate Greece young Baccho* 

rode, 
Whilft howling matrons celebrate the god. 
All ranks and fexes to his Orgies ran. 
To mingle in the pomps, and fill the train. 
When Pentheus thus his wicked rage exprefs'd; 
'' What madnefs, Tlvebaivs, Vv^s^omt fgul poflefs'^^ 
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'' Can hollow tunbreb^ can a dnmken fhoat, 

* And the lewd damoors of a beafUy roat> 
Mlius quell your courage ? Can the weak alarm 

Of women's yell thofe ftubbom fouls difarm. 
Whom nor the fword nor trumpet e'er could hightg 
Nor the load din and horror of a fight ? 
And you> our iires^ who left your old abodes. 
And fix'd in foreign earth your country gods ; 
wan you without a ftroke your city yield. 
And poorly quit an undifputed field ? 
But you, whofe youth and vigour ihould infpire 
Heroic warmth, and kindle martial fire. 
Whom burnifh'd arms and crefted helmets grace, 
^ Not flowery garlands and a pamted face ; 
^ Remember him to whom you Ibnd ally'd : 
' ITie ferpent for his well of waters dy'd. 

* He fought the ftrong ; do you his courage fhow, 

* And gain a conqueft o'er a feeble foe. 

' If Thebes muft fall, oh might the fates afford 
' A nobler doom, from famine, fire, or fword I 
' Then might the Thebans perifh with renown : 
fiat now a beardlefs vidor facks the town ; 
Whom nor the prancing fleed, nor ponderous fhield, 
Nor the hack'd helmet, nor the dufty field. 
But the foft joys of luxury and eafe, 
The purple vefls, and flowery garland pleafe. 
^tand then afide, I '11 make the counterfeit 
Renounce his godhead, and confefs the cheat. 
Acrifius from the Grecian walls repell'd 
This boafted power ; why then fliould Penthcus yield ? 



fjo A D D I S O N*t P O E M 9. 

«' Go qiuckly^ drag th* aodadoos boy to mc ; 

'• I *11 try the force of his divinity.** 

Thus did th' aadacious wretch thoTe rites profime; 

His friends di/Tuade th' audadoos wretch in vain; 

In vain his grandiire org'd him to give o'er 

His impious threats ; the wretch but raves the more* 

So have I feen a river gently glide. 
In a fmooth courfe, and inoffenfive dde ; 
But if with dams its current we reftrain. 
It bears down all, and foams along the plain. 

But now his fervants came befmear'd with bloody 
Sent by their haughty prince to feize the god; 
The god they found not in the frandc throngs 
But dragg'd a zealous votary along. 



THE MARINERS TRANSFORMED TO 
DOLPHINS. 

HIM Pentheus view'd with fury in hb look. 
And fcarce withheld his hands, wldle thusT he fpokc: 
*^ Vile flave, whom fpeedy vengeance ihall purfuc# 
*' And terrify thy bafe feditious crew : 
. f ' Thy country, and thy parentage reveal, 
'* And, why thou join'ft in thefe mad orgies, tdl« 

The captive views him with undaunted eyes, 
And, arm'd with inward innocence, replies ; 

*' From high Meonia's rocky Ihores I came, 
*' Of poor defcent, Acoetes is my name : 
" My fire was meanly born ; no oxen ploughed 
^' His fruitful fields, nor in his paftures low*d. 
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*' His whole eftate within the waters lay ; 
*' With lines and hooks he caught the finny prey ; 
" His art was all his livelihood ; which he 
** Thus with his dying lips beqaeath'd to me : 
'< In ftreams, my boy, and rivers, take thy chance ; 
*' There fwims, £ud he, thy whole inheritance. 

" Long did I live on this poor legacy, 
*' Till, tirM with rocks, and my own native iky, 
'' To arts of navigation I inclin'd ; 
'' Obferv'd the turns and changes of the wind : 
" Leam'd the fit havens, and began to note 
'' The fiormy Hyades, the rainy Goat, 
'' The bright Taygete, and the fhining fiears, 
*' With all the Tailor's catalogue of ftars. 

'' Once, as by chance for Delos I defign'd, 
" My veiTel, driv'n by a ftrong guft of wind, 
** Moor'd in a Chian creek : alhore I went, 
*' And all the following night in Chios fpent. 
'' When morning rofe, I fent my mates to bring 
'' Supplies of water from a neighbouring fpring, 
'* Whflft I the motion of the winds explor'd ; 
** Then fummon'd 'in my crew, and went aboard. 
" 0{^elte8 heard my fummons, and with joy 
'* Brought to the (hore a foft and lovely boy, 
*' With more than female fweetnefs in his look, 
** Whom ftraggling in the neighbouring fields he took. 
** With fumes of wine the little captive glows, 
** And nods with fleep, and daggers as he goes 

" I view'd him nicely, and began to trace 
** Each heavenly feature, each immortal grace, 
** And /kw divinity in all his face. 



I 



ITS ADDISON*! POEMS. 

'* I know not who« faid I> this god fhooU be; 

** But that he is a god I plainly fee x 

** And thou, whoe'er thou art, excufe die ibree 

** Thefe men have us'd, and oh befriend our coorle 

*' Pray not for us, the nimble Didfys cry'd ; ] 

^ Didys, that could the main-top-maft beftride, 

*' And down the ropes with active vigour Aide. J 

'' To the fame purpofe old Epopeus (poke, 

" Who over-look'd the oars, and tim'd the ftroke; 

" The fame the pilot, and the fame the reft; 

*' Such impious avarice their fouls poffeft. 

'' Nay, heaven forbid that I ihould bear away 

*' Within my veffel fo divine a prey, 

** Said I ; and flood to hinder their intent : 

" When Lycabas, a wretch for murder fent 

•' From Tufcany, to fufFer banifhment, 

'* With his dench'd fill had ftruck me over-hoard, 

" Had not my hands in falling grafp'd a cord. 

" His bafe confederates the fadl approve ; 
*' When Bacchus (for 't was he) began to move, 
*' Wak'd by the noife and clamours which they rais'J 
'* And ihook his drowfy limbs and round him gaas'i 
** What means this noife ? he cries ; am I betray'^' 
'^ Ah ! whither, whither muft I be convey'd ? 
*' Fear not, faid Proteus, child, but tell us where 
" You wifli to land, and truft our friendly care. 
*' Tq Naxos then dired your courfe, fays he ; 
" Naxos a hofpitable port fhall be 
*' To each of you, a joyful home to me. 
'' By every God that rules the fea or fky, 
'* The perjur'd vWlams pTom\£^ \.o c^iixa^Vjx 
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And hid me haften to unmoor the fhip. 
With, eager joy I launch into the deep ; 
And, heedlefs of the fraud, for Naxos fland : 
They whifper oh, and beckon with the hand. 
And give me figns> all anxious for their prey, 
' To tack aboo^ and fteer another way. 
' Then let fi>me other to my poft fucceed, 
' Said I, I 'm guiltlefs of £> foul a deed. 
< What, iays Ethalion, muft the fhip's whole crew 
' Follow your humour, and depend on you ? 
'* And ftraight himfelf he feat^ at the prore, 
'* And tack'd about, and fought another ihore. 
" The beauteous youth now found himfelf betray'd, 
" And fix)m the deck the riling waves furvey'd, 
" And feem'd to weep, and as he wept he faid ; 

* And do you thus my eafy faith beguile ? 
' Thus do you bear me to my native iile ? 
' MTiU fuch a multitude of men employ 

* Their fbrength againil a weak defenceleis boy f 
" In vain did I the Godlike youth deplore, 

* The more I begg'd, they thwarted me the more. 
' And now, by all the Gods in heaven that hear 

'* Tins (blenm oath, by Bacchus' felf, I fwear, 

'' The mighty miracle that did enfue, 

'* Although it feems beyond belief, is true. 

" The veflel, fix*d and rooted in the flood, 

'' Unmov'd by all the beating billows flood. 

" In vain the mariners would plough the main 

" With fails unfurl'd, and ftrike their oars in vain ; 
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'« Around their oars a twining ivy cleaves, 
«' And climbs the maft^ and hkles the cords in letvei 
** The fails arc cover'd with a chearfnl green» 
•' And berries in the fruitful canvas feen. 
«< Amidfl the waves a fudden foreft rears 
'« Its verdant head, and a new fpring appears. 
*• The god we now behold with open eyes ; 
«* A herd of fpotted panthers round him lies 
" In glaring forms ; the grapy dufters fpread 
^' On his fair brows, and dangle on his head. 
<' And whilft he frowns, and brandifhes Ms fpeafi 
*' My mates, furpriz'd with madnefs or with fear, 
** Leap'd over-board ; firft perjur'd Madon found 
'* Rough fcales and fins his ftiffening fides furromi 
" Ah what, cries one, has thus transformed thy loo 
'* Strdght his own mouth grew wider as he fpokc 
*' And now himfelf he views with like furprize. 
*' Still at his oar th' induftrious Libys plies ; 
*^ But, as he plies, each bufy arm fhrinks in, 
*' And by degrees is fafhion'd to a fin. 
** Another, as he catches at a cord, 
** Miffes his arms, and, tumbling over-board, 
•* With his broad fins and forky tail he laves 
" The rifing furge, and flounces in the waves. 
" Thus all my crew transform'd, around the ilup* 
*« Or dive below, or on the furface leap, 
^' And fpout the waves, and wanton in the deep. 
" Full nineteen failors did the (hip convey, 
" A fhole of nineteen dol|^ns round ker pfiay. 
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wlj in my proper ihape appear, 

eechleft with wonder^ and half dead with fear, 

U Bacchus kindly bid me fear no more. 

Lth him I landed on the Chian fliore^ 

id him (hall ever gratefully adore." 

TUs forging flave/ ' fays Pentheus, ^' would prevaS 

'er oar joft fury by a ^-fetch'd tale ; 

J, let Um ftel the whips, the fwords, the fire> 

id in the tortures of the rack expire." 

officious fervants hurry him away, 

the poor captive in a dungeon lay. 

whilil the whips and tortures are preparMj 

gates fly open, of themfelves unbarr'd ; 

berty th' unfettered captive flands, 

ffings the loofen'd fhackles from his hands* 

THE DEATH OF PENTHEUS. 
JT Fentheus, grown more furious than before, 
Iv'd to fend his mefTengers no more, 
jvent himfelf to the difbaded throng, 
re high Cithaeron echo'd with their ibng. 
as the fiery war-horfe paws the ground, 
fnorts and trembles at the trumpet's found ; 
ifported thus he heard the frantic rout, 
rav'd and madden'd at the diftant fhout. 
fpacioos circuit on the lull there flood, 
d and wide, and fkirted round with wood ; . 
5 the raih Fentheus, with unhallow'd eyes, 
howling dames and myfUc orgies fpies. 
mother ftemly ww'd him where he ftood, 
. kindled into madnefs as (he view'd; 
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Her leafy javelin at her Ton fhe caft ; 
And cries, " The boar that lays our country wafte I 
** The boar, my fitters ! aim the fatal dart, 
•« And ftrike the brindled monfter to the heart." 

Pentheus aftonifh'd heard the difmal found. 
And fees the yelling matrons gathering round; 
He fees, and weeps at his approaching fate^ 
And begs for mercy, and repents too late. 
*' Help, help ! my aunt Autonoe," he cry'd; 
" Remember how your own Afbeon dy'd.** 
Deaf to his cries, the frantic matron crops 
One fbretch'd-out arm, the other Ino lops. 
In vsun does Pentheus to his mother fue. 
And the raw bleeding ihimps prefents to view : 

"} 

«* And this," fhe cried, " (hall be Agave's (hare." J 
When from the neck his fbuggling head fhe torC/ 
And in her hands the ghaftly vifage bore. 
With pleafure all the hideous trunk furvey ; t 

Then pull'd and tore the mangled limbs away, f 
As ftarting in the pangs of death it lay. * 

Soon as the wood its leafy honours cafb, 
filown off* and fcatter'd by autumnal blafts. 
With fuch a fudden death lay Pentheus flain. 
And in a thoufand pieces ffa-ow'd the plam. 

fiy fo difHnguiihing a judgment aw'd. 
The Thebans tremble, and confefs the god. 



His mother howl'd ; and, heedlefs of his prayer. 
Her trembling hand ihe twilled in his hair. 
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>F SALMACIS AND HERAiAPHRODITUS. 

IX rOVlTR BOOK OF OTXO^t UXTAIIOtPHOIXt. 

Imacis^ ynth weak enfeebling (beams, 
as tlie body, and unnerves the limbs, 
the fecret caufe» ihall here be ihown; 

is fecret, but th' eSeSt is known, 
li'ads nurft an infant heretofore, 
lerea once to Hermes bore : 
1 th' illuftrious authors of his race 

was nam'd; nor was it hard to trace 
aright parents through the infant's face 
5cn years, in Ida's cool retreat, 
lad told, he left his native feat, 
bt freih fountains m a foreign foil : 
ure leflen'd the attending toil. 
;r fleps the Lycian fields he croit, 
\ that border on the Lycian coafl; 
ere he view'd fo lovely bright, 
the bottom in a fairer light, 
a fand conceal'd from human fight : 
m produc'd nor (limy ooze, nor weeds, 

ruihes, nor the fpiky reeds; 

enriching moiilure all around, 

ful banks with chearful- verdure crown'd, 

the fpring eternal on the ground. 

XX* K 
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A nymph prefides^ nor pradtis'd b the chace. 
Nor fkilful at the bow> nor at the race; 
Of all the blue-eyed daughters of the maioj 
The only ftranger to Diana's tnun : 
Her fitters often, as 'tis faid, woa'd cry, 
** Fy, Salmacis, what always idle! fy; 
'* Or take thy quiver, or thy arrows feize, 
** And mix the toils of hunting with thy cafe," 
Nor qiuver fhe nor arrows e'er would feize. 
Nor nux the toils of hunting with her eafe. 
But oft would bathe her in the cryfbd tide. 
Oft with a comb her dewy locks divide ; 
Now in the limpid ibeams (he view'd her face. 
And drefs'd her image in the floating glafs : 
On beds of leaves ihe now repos'd her limbs^ 
Now gather'd flowers that grew about her flreams; 
And then by chance was gathering, as fhe ftoo4 
To view the boy, and long for what fhe view'cU 
Fain would fhe meet the youth with hafty feet. 
She fain would meet him, but refus'd to meet 
Before her looks were fet with nicefl care. 
And well deferv'd to be reputed fair. 
•' Bright youth,' ' ftie cries," whom all thy fcatoresproi 
•' A god, and, if a god, the god of love; 
*' But if a mortal, bleft thy nurfe's breaH: 
«* Bleft are thy parents, and thy fitters Weft; 
'« But oh how blett ! how more than blett thy hpi^» 
f' Ally'd in blifs, if any yet ally'd. 
«* If fo, let mine the ftol'n enjoyments be; 
'^ If AOt, behold a ynUm^ bride in me/' 
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The boy knewnovght ofloYe> and tooch'd wkh ihame^ 

e ftnnre, and Udht, bat fiill the Uufh became; 

i rifing bluflies ffill htlh beaades rofe; 

he funny fide of fruit fuch bloihei fhows, 

nd fuch die moon> whicn all ber filyer white 

oms in ecUpfes to a niddy light. 

he nymph ftiH beg8> if not a nobler tiib, 

.cold ialate at leaft, a fifler's Idfs : 

Ad now prepares to take the lorely boy 

ietween her anna. He^ innocendy coy, 

Iqiliei, «« Or leave me to myfelf alone, 

' Yott rude undYxl nymph, or I 'U be gone.*' 

' Fair ftraagcr then,'' fays ihe, " it fliall be fo;" 

\Bd, fer (he feared his direat, ihe feignM to go; 

ht, hid within a corert's neighbouring green, 

She kept him ftili in fight, her&lf udeen. 

rhe b(^ now fimcies all die danger o'er. 

And innocendy fporu about the ihore ; 

Hayfid and wanton to the fiream he trips. 

And dips his foot, and ihivers as he dips. 

Ilie coolnefs pleas'd him, and with eager hade 

^ airy garments on the banks he cafi; 

His godlike features, and his heavenly hue. 

And an his beaudes, were exposed to view. 

& naked limbs die nym;^ widi rapture fpies, *! 

^^e hotter paffions in her bofom rife, v 

^loih in her cheeks, and fparkle in her eyes. J 

^he longs, (he bums to dafp him in her arms, 

^d lodes and fighs, and kmdles at Ms charms. 

Now all undreft upon die banks he ftood» 
hnd dapt bis £dc$, and leapt into tht flooi; 
If a 
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I£$ bvely limbs the filver waves divide^ 

His limbs appear more lovely through the tide; 

As lilies fhut within a cryftal cafe. 

Receive a gloify lollre from the glafs. 

" He's mine, he's all my own," the Naiad cries; 

And flings off all, and after him ihe flies. 

And now fhe faftens on him as he fmms. 

And holds him dofe, and wraps about his limbs* 

The more the boy refifted, and was coy. 

The more ihe dafpt, and kift the ftruggling boy* 

So when the wriggling fnake is (hatched on high 

In eagles claws, and hifles in the iky. 

Around the foe his twirling tail he flings. 

And tmfls her legs, and writhes about her mngs* 

The reftlefs boy ftill obftinately fbove 
To free himfelf, and ftiU refused her love. 
Amidft his limbs flie kept her limbs intwin'd, 
«' And why, coy youth," fhe cries, *' why thus 

unkind? 
*^ Oh may the gods thus keep us ever joined! 
" Oh may we never, never part again I'* 
So pray'd the nymph, nor did fhe pray in vun: 
For now fhe finds him, as his limbs fhe prefl« 
Grow nearer flill, and nearer to her breaft; 
Till, piercing each the other's flefh, they run 
Together, and incorporate in one : 
Xaft in one face are both their faces join'd. 
As when the flock and grafted twig combin'd 
Shoot up the fame, and wear a commcm rind; 
£oth bodies in a finale body mix, 
A £ngle body m<b. ^ ^vlc^^ tet. 
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The boy, thus loft in woman^ now forvey'd 
rhe rirer's guilty ftream, and thuiS he pray'd, 
[He pray'dj but wonder'd at his fofter tone^ 
Sorpriz'd to hear a voice but half his own) 
foQ parent godsj iriiofe heavenly names I bear. 
Sear your Hermaphrodite^ and grant my prayer; 
)h grant, that whomToe'er thefe ftreams contain, j 
f man he entered, he may rife agam v 

»q»ple, tmfinew'd, and but half a man ! J 

The heavenly parents anfwer'd, from on lugh^ 
!leir two-fhap'd fon, the double votary; 
lien gave a fecret virtue to the flood, 
mi tmg'd its ibiirce to make his wiihes good* 
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NOTES 

O N 

SOM£ OP THE FOREGOING STORIES Di 
OVID^ft METAMORPHOSES. 

ON THE STORY OF PHAETOK. 

THE ftory of Phaeton is tdd witk a greater ar 
of nuQcfty and grandeur tkaa any otkcf mill 
Ovid. It is indeed the oioft important fobfedk* 
treats of, except the deluge; and I canaot but be- 
lieve that this b tiie confiagradon he hinu atistk 
£rftbook; 
« Efle quoque in fatis feminifcitur affbre temput 
« Quo marcy quo tellus, correptaqoe regia coeli 
<< Ardeat, et mundi moles operofa laboret}** 
(though the learned apply thofe verfes to the future 
burning of the world) for it fully anfwers that de- 
fcripdon> if the 
'< —Cceli miferere tui, circumfpice utmmquey 
*• Fumat uterque polus * * 

*' Fumat uterque polus"— comes up to *' corrcp- 
*' taque regia cceli" — Befides, it is Ovid's cuftom 
to prepare the reader for a following ftory, by 
gi^g fome intimadons of it in a fbreg(nng o&^' 
which was more particularly neceffary to be done 
before he led us into fo ftrange a ftory as this he is 
now upon. 

P. 109. 1. 7. For in the portal, &c.] We have 
Iiere the pifture of xh^ umxti& di^wciin little. 
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if — Bdadanimf oe pratoentcm 

^ iEgeoiu flits imnunU terga Uccrtu.** 

jEgeoQ makes a diverting figure in it. 
<« ..Faciei noa omnilvu vnay 
« Nee 4i««€i taoKB t foakm decet tile fortrea.** 
The thooght ii very pretty, of giving Doris and 
her daughters fnch a difference in their looks as is 
natural to different perfons« and yet fuch a likenefi 
as ihevired their affinity. 
^ Tarn irifosy urbelqae gerit, fylTafque, ferafque, 
^ Fhuntiwiaey et nymphas, tt cietera nomina raris.** 
The lefs important figures are well huddled toge^ 
Ifaer in the promifcuous defcription at the end« 
which Tery well reprefents what the punters caU a 
gfoope* 

<* — Cnrcum caput omne micantet 
, ^ D^ofoit ndios; propiofque accedere jnffit.** 

P.iio. 1.27. And flung the blaze, &c.] It 
gives us a great image of Phoebus, that the youth 
was forced to look on him at a diifamce, and not 
able to approach him until he had bun afide the 
circle of rays that caft fuch a glory about his head. 
And indeed we may every where obferve in Ovid^ 
duit he never fails of a due loftinefs in his ideas» 
though he wants it in his words. And this I think 
infinitely better than to have fublime expreffions and 
mean thoughts, which is generally the true charac- 
ter of Claudian and Sutius. But this is not con« 
fidered by them who run down Ovid in the grofst 
fhr % low middle way of writing. What can be 

N4 



j^ DTOTBS OVt TH£ THANSLATIOHS 

more iimple and unadorned, than his defcriptkm of 
Enceladus in the fixth book? 
*' Nititur ille quidem, pugnatque refurgere faepe, 
*' Dextra fed Aufonio manuf eft fubjeda Peloro, 
*' Laeva, Pachyne, tibi, Lilibaeo crura premuntur^ 
<< Degravat i£tna caput, fub qua rdupinus arenas 
*' Ejedat, flammamque fero Tomit ore Typhous.** 
But the image we have here is truly great an4 
fublime, of a giant vomitb^ out a tempeft of fire, 
and heaving up all Sicily, with the body of an 
ifland upon his breaft> and a vaft promontory on 
either ^m* 

There are few books that have had worfe com- 
mentators on them than Ovid's Metamorph6fes« 
Thofe of the graver fort have been wholly taken 
up in the Mythologies; and think they have ap« 
peared very judicious, if they have ihewn us oat 
of an old author that Ovid is miftaken in a pedi- 
gree, or has turned fuch a perfon into a wolf that 
ought to have been made a tiger* Others have 
employed themfelves on what never entered into 
the poet's thoughts, in adapting a dull moral tO' 
every ftory, and making the perfbns of his poems 
to be only nicknames for fuch virtues or vices; 
particularly the pious commentator, Alexander 
Rofs, has dived deeper into our Author's defign 
than any of the reft; for he difcovers in him the 
greateft myfteries of the Chriftian religion, and 
finds almoft in every page fome typical reprefenta- 
tion of the world, the Heih, ^d the devil. But if 



fJtOlf OVID*sMETAM01tPH05SS. 2S$ 

theie writers have gone too deep, others have been 
wholly employed in the furface» mofi: of them 
firving only to help out a fchool-boy in the con- 
Ibning part ; or if they go out of their way, it is 
only to mark oat the gnom^ of the author, as they 
call them, which are generally the heaviell pieces 
of a poeti ctiitinguifhed from the reft by Italian 
charaders. The beft of Ovid's expofitors is he 
that wrote for the Dauphin's ufe, who has very 
well ihewn the meaning of the author, but feldom 
refleds on his beauties or imperfedUons ; for in moft 
places he rather adls the geographer than the cri- 
tic, and, inftead of pointing out the finenefs of a 
deicription, only tells you in what part of the 
world the place is fituated. I fliall therefore only 
confider Ovid uiider the character of a poet, and 
qideavoar to ihew him impartially, without the 
nfoal prejudice of a tranflator : which I am the 
more willing to do, becaufe I believe fuch a com- 
ment would give the reader a truer tafte of poetry 
than a comment on any other poet would do; for» 
in reflecting on the ancient poets, men think they 
may venture to praife all they meet with in fome, 
and fcarce any thing in others ; but Ovid is confeft 
to have a mixture of both kinds, to have fomething 
of the beft and worft poets, and by confequence to 
be the faireft fubje£l for criticifm. 

P. III. 1. 9. My fon, fays he, &:c.] Phoebus'i 
Speech is very nobly uftier'd in, with the ** Terque 
'* quaterque poncudens illuftre caput' '-»and well 
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r^fdents die danger and diffiodtf of die inder^ 
taking; but diat wludi is its pccoEar heamjg and 
nukes it tmljT Ovid's, bdiereprefemingtkaijat 
as a fether wcwld to his young fim ; 

^ trtt CUKtt MVtni pSfiCftt CO fH Ul tSBriy 

^ Hctnofuoi^vt aicosy vioienti^pe on looiwif 

^ Ssraque circaita cnrraatem bradum looeo 

<< Scorpbii, at^ aliter canrantem brachU caiicrem*^-* 

for one while he fcares him with bogbears in ths 
way, 

^ — Vaffi ^ooqoe red^r Ol jmpiy 

<< Qw fera terribili jaculecor fulmiiia deztraj 

** Non agat hot camis ; et quid Jove majiu hahtbirT* 

** De pie c o r hoc unum ^od vera nonune pcena, 

** Noa honor eft. Pananny Phattoo, pro miinere fafoM*"* 

And in odier places perfedly tatdes like a fiidieri 
which by the way makes the length of the fpeech 
very natural, and concludes with all the fbndneis 
and concern of a tender parent. 

'' — Patrio pater tttt meta probor ; afpice vultos 
** Ecce meos : utinamque oculos in pedore poflet 
*' Inieierey Sc patrias intm deprendere caras ! ftc*** 

P. 113. 1. 13. A golden asde, &c.] Ovid lias 
more turns and repetitions in his words than anf 
of the Ladn poets, which are always wonderfbllf 
cafy and natural in him. The repeddon of Au- 
reusy and the tranfition to Argenteus, in the de- 
fcription of the chariot, give thcfe verfes a pest 
fweetnefs and majefty : 

** Aofeus axis crat, temo aureus, aurea fumnuS 
** Curvatont rots ^ t^idvotuta iLT^iosMnks otdd.** 
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p. 114. L 7* Drimr tfaem not on dire^, kc} 
Several have endeavoured to vindicate Ovid againft 
die old ob)e£&n» that he miflaket the annual for 
the dinmal modem of the fan. The Danplun'i 
notes tell nt tlut Ovid knew very well the fun did 
not paft throngh all the figni he names in one day, 
hot that he makes Phoebus mention them Only 
to lighten Phaeton from the undertaking. But 
though diis may anfwer for what Phcebus fays in 
his firft fpeech^ it cannot from what is (aid in this, 
where he is adually giving direttont for his 
journey, and plainly 

** Seftttt in obli^uum eft lato airtsmint llffttfi, 

** 2^eiiaraiiiqae triam contcatus fine plomwn^e 

** Effbgit ittftralem, jundamque aquionibus ArQon,** 

dcfimbea the motion through all the Zodiac 

P. 114. 1. 23. And not my chariot, ftc.] 
Ovid's verfe is, <' Coufiliis non eurribus uttre 
^ noilris.'* This way of johiing two fnefa diffarettt 
ideas as chariot and eounfel to the fame verb if 
fldghtily nfed by Ovid; but is a very low kind o# 
wit, and has always in it a mixture of pun, becaufe 
Ae verb muft be taken in a different fenfe when ic 
is j<mied with one of the ^ngs, from what it ha# 
in conjun£tion with the other. Thus in the end of 
ibii ftory he tells you that Jupiter ihuig a thun- 
derbolt at Phaeton^'' Pariterque, anim^ue, fo- 
•* tilque expulit anrigam," where he makes M 
forced jdbce of Latin («« animas expulit auriga»*'> 
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that he may couple the fool and the wheels to the 
fame verbi 

P. 1 15, 1. 17. The youth was in a maze, ftcj 
It is impoflible for a man to be drawn in a greater 
confufion than Phaeton is; but the andthefis of 
light and darknefs a little flattens the defcription* 
** Suntque oculis tenebrs per tantum lumen 
" obortae.'* 

Ibid, 1. 20. Then the feven ftars, &c.] I won- 
der none of Ovid's commentators have taken no- 
tice of the overfight he has committed in diis 
verfe, where he makes the Triones grow warm 
before there was ever fuch a fign in the heavens ; 
for he tells us in this very book, that Jupiter 
turned Caliilo into this conftellation, after he had 
repaired the ruins that Phaeton had made in the 
world. 

P, 117. 1. 12. Athos and Tmolus, &c.] Ovid 
hsA here, ^fter the way of the old poets, given us 
a catalogue of the mountains and rivers which were 
burnt. But, that I might not tire the Engliih 
reader, I have left out fome of them that make no 
^gwi:t in the defcription, and inverted the order of 
the reft according as the fmoothnefs of my verfe 
required. 

P. 1 18. 1. 7. *T was then, they fay, the fwrarthy 
Moor, &c.] This is the only Metamorphofis in all 
this long ftory, which, contrary to cuftom, is in- 
cited in the nuddle of it. The critics may d«« 
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temiine whether what follows it be not too great 
an excorfion in him who propofes it as his whole 
defign to let ns know the changes of things. I dare 
by that, if Ovxi had not religioufly obferved '^the 
xeports of the ancient My thologiils^ we fhould have 
leen Phaeton turned into fome creatur^ or other 
that hates the light of the fun ; or perhaps into aa 
eagle, that itill takes pleafure to gaze on it. 

P. 118. 1. 28. The frighted Nile, &c.] Ovid 
has made a great many pleafant images towards 
die latter end of this ftory. I£s verfes on the 
Nile, 
«« Nilns in extremum fugit pertcrritus orbem, 
" Occuluitque caput, quod adhuc latet : oftia feptem 
^ PnhrerolenU vacant, feptem fine flumine valles/* 

are as noble as Virgil could have written ; but then 
he ought not to have mentioned the channel of the 
fea afterwards, 

« Mare contrahitur, ficcsque eft campus arenc,** 
becaufe the thought is too near the other. The 
image of the Cyclades is a very pretty one ; 

€t — Qaog altum texerat squor 

M Ezjftunt montes, et fparias Cycladas augent.** 

Bat to tell us that the fwans grew warm in Cayfter, 

^ -*Medio vducres caluere Cayftro/* 

and that the Dolphins durft not leap, 

M Ne ie foper cqaora cunri 

** ToUere confuetaa audent Delphinet in auras,** 

is intolerably trivial on fo great a fubjeft as the 
burning of the world. 
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P. 119. I. 19* The caitli at leiigtli» Uc] We 
liftve lief€ a fpeech of the Earth, wkkh will doubc- 
Itfs fcem ytry onnatnral to an Engliih reader. It 
it I bdiere the boldeft Proibpopoeia of aay in the 
M Poets ; or, if it were never (o natural, I can- 
not but think (he fpeakt too much in any reafim 
lor one in her condition. 

ON EUROPA's RAPE. 

P, 144. 1. 17. The dignity of empire, &c,J 
This ftory is prettily told, and y^ry well brought 
in by thofe two ferious lines, 
« Non bene conveniuot, nee in una fede morantur, 
** M^isSkMB et Anv)r. Sceptri gravitate idiaa, &c.** 
\vithout which the whole fable would have appeared 
very prophane. 

P. 14$ « 1. 27. The frighted nymph looks. Sec,] 
TMs conftemadon and behaviour of Europai 
«< — Eluiiuii defignat ixnagine tauri 
« Euiopen : yeruin taurum, freu vera ptttarat* 
** Ipfa videbatur terras fpe^are relidas, 
<< £t comitei ciamare fuos, ta^umque verer! 
** Affilientif aqus, timidafque reducere plantaa,** 
is better defcribed in Arachne's pidure in the 
Sixth Book, than it is here ; and in the beginning 
of Tadus's Clitophon and Leudppe, than in ddier 
place. It is indeed ufual among the Latin Poets 
(who had more art and reflexion than the Grecian) 
to take hold of all opportunities to defcribe the 
j^dbire of any place or action, which they gene- 
rally do better thaxi tl^c^ c^mUL the ^^lace or aftion 
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itfidf I becanfie m the defcriptkm of a jndure yoa 
lwT8 a donUe fiibjed before you, either to de&rib* 
the pi£bire itfelf» or what u repre&nted in it. 

ON THE STORIES IN THE THIRD BOOK^ 
FAB. I. 

THERE is lb great a variety ii^ the argaments 
of the Meumorphofesj that he who would treat of 
them rightly, ought to be a matter of all ftilcs, 
and every difierent way of writing. Ovid indeed 
ihowa himfelf moft in a familiar ftory, where the 
chief grace is to be eafy and natural; but wants 
neither ffarength of thought nor expreffion, when 
he endeavours after it, in the more fublime and 
manly fubje^s of his poem. In the prefent fable, 
the ferpent is terribly defcribed, and his behaviour 
very wdl imagined ; the anions of both parties in 
the encounter are natural, and the language that 
feprefents them more ftrong and mafculine than 
what we ufually meet with in this Poet : if there 
be any faulu in the narration, they are thefe, per* 
haps, which follow : 

P« 149. 1. 8. Spire above (pire, &c.] Ovid, to 
make his ferpent more terrible, and to raife the 
chara^er of his champion, has ^ven too great a 
bofe to hb ima^^don, and exceeded all the 
bounds of probability. He tells us, that when he 
ndfed up but half his body, he over-looked a tall 
fbreft of oaks, and that his whole body was as 
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hrge as that of the ferpent in the ikies* None hat 
a madman would have attacked fuch a monfter as 
this is defcribed to be; nor can we have any no* 
tion of a mortal's (landing againft him. Virgil is 
not aihamed of making JExiesLS Ry and tremble at 
die fight of a ^ lefs formidable foe, where he 
gives US the defcripdon of Polyphemus, in the 
Third Book; he knew very well that a monfter 
was not a proper enemy for his hero to encounter : 
but we ihould certunly have feen Cadmus hewing 
down the Cyclops, had he fallen in Ovid's way : 
or if Statius's little Tydeus had been thrown on 
Sidly, it is probable he would not have fpared one 
of the whole brotherhood. 

« — »Phoinicas, five illi tela parabint, 

** Sivefiigam, five ipfe timor prohibebat utnunfue^ 

« Occupat:— " 

P. 149. 1. 15. In vain the Tyrians, &c.] The 
Poet could not keep up his narration all along, m 
the grandeur and magnificence of an hennc ftile s 
he has here funk into the flatnefs of profe, where 
he tells us the behaviour of the Tynans at the 
fight of the ferpent: 

« — Tegimen direpta leoni 

** Pellis erat ; telum fplendenti lancea ferro, 

<* Et jaculum ; teloque animus preftantlor omni ;"— 

and in a few lines after lets drop the majefty of his 
verfe, for the fake of one of his little turns. How 
does he languifh in that which feems a laboured 
line ! ** Triftia fanguinea lambentem vulnera lin* 
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5< goa.'' And what pains does he take to exprefs 
the ferpent's breaking the force of the ftroke, by 
ihiinking back from it i 

** Sed kre Yuhuit erat, quia fe retrahebat ab i^^ 
« Laeiaque colki dabat ietrd> plagamque federe 
« Credendo fecit^ nee longius ire £nebac.** 

P. 152. 1. 6. And flings the future, &c.] Th« 
defcripdon of the men rifmg out of the ground is 
as beautiful a paiTage as any in Ovid. It ilrikes 
the imagination very ilrongly ; we fee their motion 
in the firil part of it, and their multitude in the 
•• Mcflis virorum" at laft. 

Ibid. L 1 1. The breathing harveil, &c.} *' Mef^ 
" fis dypeata virorum." The beauty in thefc 
words would have been greater, had only '^ Meflls 
" virorum" been exprefled without " dypeata;'^ 
for the reader's mind would have been delighted 
mth two fuch different ideas compounded together, 
but can fcarce attend to fuch a complete image as 
is made out of all three. 

This way of mixing two different ideas together 
in one image, as it is a great furprize to the reader, 
is a great beauty in poetry, if there be fufficient 
ground for it in the nature of the thing that is de- 
fcribed. The Latin Poets are very full of it, efpe- 
cially the worfl of them ; for the more correft ufe 
it but Sparingly, as indeed the nature of things will 
feldom afford a jufl: occafion for it. When any 
thing we defcribe has accidentally in it fome qua- 
lity that feems repugnant to its nature, or is very 

VOL. XXX. O 
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extraordmary and uncommon in things of that 
fpecies, fach a compounded image as we a]« now 
fpeaking of is made> by turning this quality into 
an epithet of what we deicribe. Thus Chwdian, 
having got a hollow ball of cryftal wiA water in 
the midil of it for his fubjedt, takes the advantage 
of confidering the cryftal as hard, ftony, predoos 
water, and the water as foft, fluid, imperfeft cry- 
ftal ; and thus fports off above a dozen Epigrams, 
in fetting his words and ideas at variance among 
one another. He has a great many beauties of 
this nature in him ; but he gives himfelf up fo 
much to diis way of writing, that a man may 
cafily know where to meet with them when he fees 
his fubjed, and often drains fo hard for them that 
he many times makes his defcriptions bombaflic 
and unnatural. What work would he have made 
with Virgil's Golden Bough, had he been to de- 
icribe it ? We (hould certainly have feen the yel- 
low bark, golden fprouts, radiant leaves, bloom- 
ing metal, branching gold, and all the quarrels 
that could have been raifed between words of fad 
different natures : when we fee Virgil contented 
with his ** Auri frondentis ;" and what is the fame, 
though much finer exprelfed — " Frondefcit virga 
** metallo." This compofition of different ideas 
is often met with in a whole fentence, where dr- 
cumftances are happily reconciled that feem wholly 
foreign to each other ; and is often found among 
the Latin Poets (for the Greeks wanted art for it)* 
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1 their dcfcriptkms of piftures, images, dreams, 
pparitions, metanorphofes, and the like ; where 
ley bnng together two fuch thwarting ideas, by 
laldng one part of their defcriptions rehte to tha 
tprefeatation^ and the other to the thing that ii 
aprefemed. Of thk nature is that Terfe, whkh* 
mrhsp$$ is the irittieft in Virgil; << AttoUenx htt« 
' merit feinamqiie et Ata nepotum," iBo. yni. 
Aken be defcribes .£neas carrying on his fhonldert 
be reputation and fortunes of his poilerity ; whkh, 
hough very odd and furprizing, is plainly made 
)ut^ when we confider how thefe difagreeing ideas 
ire rtcOBcikd, and his pofterity's fame and fate 
nade portable by being engraven on the fhield. 
rkns, when Ovid tells us that Pallas tore in pieces 
totthne's work, where fhe had embroidered all 
tha rapes that the gods had committed, he fays-« 
" Rapit CGBleftia crimina." I Ihall conclude this 
totfons reflexion with an excellent ftroke of this 
salora ont of Mr. Montague's * Poem to the King | 
where he tells us, how the King of France would 
ha?e been celebrated by his fubjeds, if he had ever 
gained fuch an honourable wound as King William's 
at the fight of the Boyne : 

** His bleeding arm had furniihM all their roonu^ 
^ And niB for ever purple in the looms*** 

• Afcervmds £ari of lUlifax. 
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F A B. II. 

P. 153, 1. 5. Here Cadmus reignM.] This il 
a pretty folemn tranfition to the ftory of Atoon> 
which is all naturally told. The goddefs and her 
maids undrefling her> are defcribed with divert- 
ing circumflances. Adlaeon's flighty confaiion» 
and griefs, are paffionately reprefented ; but it is 
pity the whole narration fhould be fo cafeleiiy 
dofed up. 

<< — Ut abefle queruntur, 
« Nee capere oblatae fegnem fpe^cula praedaf. 
<« Vcllet abefle quidem, fed adeft, velletque viderc, 
« Non etiam fentire, canum fera fadia fuonim.'* 

P. 156. 1. 12. A generous pack, &c.] I have 
not here troubled myfelf to call over Adaeon's 
pack of dogs in rhyme : Spot and Whitefoot make 
but a mean figure in heroic verfe 5 and the Greek 
names Ovid ufes would found a great deal worfc. 
He clofes up his own catalogue with a kmd of a 
jeft on it : *' Quofque referre mora eft"— which* 
by the way> is too light and full of humour for the 
Qther ferious parts of this ftory. 

This way of inferting catalogues of proper names 
in their Poems ,^ the Latins took from the Greeks; 
but have made them more pleafing than thofe they 
imitate, by adapting fo many delightful charafters 
to their perfons names ; in which part Ovid's co- 
pioufnefs of invention, and great iniight into na- 
ture, has given him the precedence to all the Poets 
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diat ever came before or after him. The frnooth-* 
nefs of our Engliih verfe is too much loft by the 
repetidon of proper names, which is otherwife 
Tery natural^ and abfolutely necelTary in fome 
cafes ; as before a battle to raife in our minds an 
anfwerable ezpedadon of the events, and a lively 
idea of the numbers that are engaged. For, had 
Homer or Virgil only told us in two or three line* 
before their fights, that there were forty thoufand 
of each fide, our imagination could not poffibly 
have been fo affeded, as when we fee every leader 
fingled oi^t| and every regiment in a manner drawx^ 
Qp before our eyes. 

FAB. III. 

P. 157. 1. 28. How Semele, &c.] This is one 
of Ovid's finiftied ftories. The tranfition to it is 
proper and unforced : Juno, in her t>yo fpeeches, 
Z&A incomparably well the parts of a refenting 
goddefs and a tatding nurfe : Jupiter makes a very 
majeftic figure with his thunder and lightning, but 
it is ftill fuch a one as (hews who drew it ; for who 
does not plainly difcover Ovid's hand in the 
** Qua tamen ufque poteft, vires 6bi demere tentat. 
*« Ncc, quo centiiQanum dejicerit igne Typhcea, 
<< Nunc, armatur eo : nimlum feritatis in illo. 
" Eft aliud levius fulmen, cui deztra Cyclopum, 
** Ssevitia flammaeque minus, minus addidit ine } 
•* Tela fecunda vocant fupcri." 
P. 158. 1. 28. 'Tis well, fays ihe, &c.] \^gil 
has made a fierce of one of his goiieSw m^^^ 
o 3 
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Fifth JEaeii ; but if we compftre the fpetch fbb 
there makes with that of her name-fake bi diii 
ftorx» we may find the genius of each Poet diico- 
▼aring itfeif in the language of the nurfe : Virgil'i 
liis coold not have fpoken more m^eflicaUy in htr 
•wn fliape ; but Juno is fo much altered from her- 
ielf in Ovid, that t|ie goddefs is quite loll: in die 
eld woman. 

F A B. V* 

P. 163. 1. 13. She can't begin, &c.] If playing 
on words be excufable in any Poern^ it is in this, 
where Echo is a fpeaker ; but it is fo mean a kiad 
of wit, that, if it deferves excufe, it can claim no 
more. 

Mr. Locke, in his EfTay of Human Underftand- 
ing, has given us the bell account of wit in ihort 
that can any where be met with. *' Wit," ftys 
he, ** lies in the afTemblage of ideas, and putdng 
** thofe together with quicknefs and variety, wherc- 
** in can be found any refemblance or congmity, 
** thereby to make up pleafant pidures and agree* 
*' able vifions in the fancy." Thus does true wit, 
as this incomparable author obferves, generally 
confiil in the likenefs of ideas, and is more or lefs 
wit, as this likenefs in ideas is more furprizing and 
unexpeded. But as true wit is nothing elfe but a 
iinulitude in ideas, fo is falfe wit the fimilitude in 
words, whether it lies in the likenefs of letters only» 
as in Anagram and ^ctoSk v ot q£ ^^l\ablc8» as in 
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doggrel rhymes ; or whole words, as Puns, Echoes, 
and the like. Befide thefe two kinds of falfe and 
true wit> there is another of a middle nature, that 
has fomething of hoth in it—when in two ideas 
that have fome refemblance with each other, and 
are both exprefled by the fame word, we make 
ufe of the ambiguity of the word to fpeak that of 
one idea included under it, which is proper to the 
other. Thus, for example, moft languages have 
hit on the word, which properly iigni£es fire, to 
expreis love by (and therefore we may be fure 
there is fome refemblance in the ideas mankind 
have of them) ; from hence the witty Poets of all 
languages, when they once have called Love a 
fire, confider it no longer as the paffion, but fpeak 
of it under the notion of a real fire ; and, as the 
tarn of wit requires, make the fame word in the 
fame fentence ftand for either of the ideas that is 
annexed to it. When Ovid's Apollo falls in love, 
he bums with a new flame ; when the Sea-nymphs 
languifh with this paffion, they kindle in the water; 
the Greek Epigrammatic fell in love with one that 
flung a fnow-ball at him, and therefore takes occa<- 
fion to admire how fire could be thus concealed in 
fnow. In fhort, whenever the Poet feels any thing 
in this love that refembles fomething in fire, he car- 
ries on this agreement into a kind of allegory ; but 
if, as in the preceding inflances, he finds any cir- 
cumftance in his love contrary to the nature of fire, 
he calls his love a fire, and by joming this circum- 
o 4 
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ihmce to it furprizes his reader with a feemingf 
contradidion. I fhould not have dwelt fe long on,' 
this inftance, had it not been fo frequent in Ovid, 
who is the greateft admirer of this mixt wit of all 
the ancients, as our Cowley is among the modems. 
Homer, Virgil, Horace, and the greateft Poets, 
fcorned it ; as indeed it is only fit for Epigram, 
and little copies of verfes : one would wonder 
therefore how fo fublime a genius as Milton could 
ibmetimes fall into it, in fuch a work as an Epic 
Poem. But we muft attribute it to his humouring 
the vicious tafte of the age he lived in, and the 
falfe judgment of our unlearned Englifh readers in 
general, who have few of them a relifh of the more 
mafculine and noble beauties of Poetry. 



FAB. VL 

Ovid feems particularly pleafed with the fubjcft 
of this ftory, but has notorioufly fallen into a fault 
he is often taxed with, of not knowing when he. 
has faid enough, by his endeavouring to excel. 
How has. he turned and twifted that one thought 
of Narciifus's being the perfon beloved, and thef 
lover too ? 

. ** Cunftaque miratur quibus eft mirabilis ipfe. 

« — Qui probat, ipfe probatur. 

« Dumque petit petitur, pariterque inccndit et ardet, 

** Atque oculos idem qui decipit incitat error. 

** Pcrquc oculos perit ipfe fuos-» 
• ' ** Uror amore mci, gammas moyeo(\ue feroque, &g.? 
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we cannot meet with a better inftance of the 
ivagance and wantonnefs of Ovid's fancy> than 
lat particular circumilance at the end of the 
', of Narciflbs's gazing on his face after death 
e Stygian waters. The defign was very bold, 
laking a b^ fall in love with himfelf here on 
i; but to torture him with the fame paffion 
' death, and not to let his ghoft reft in quiet, 
intolerably cruel and uncharitable. 

164. 1, 12. But whim within, &c.] " Dumque 
im fedare cupit iitis altera crevit." Wc have' 
a touch of that mixed wit I have before fpoken 
but I think the meafure of pun in it out-weigh» 
true wit; for if we exprefs the thought in' 
: words the turn is almoft loft. ' This paftage 
Jarciflus probably gave Milton the hint of 
fvag it to Eve, though I think her furprize, 
e fight of her own face in the water, far more 
and natural than this of Narciftus. She was 
w unexperienced being, juft created, and 
fore might eafily be fubje^l to the delufion ; 
>Iardfrus had been in the world fixteen years, 
brother and fon to the water-nymphs, and 
fore to be fuppofed converfant with fountains 
before this fatal miftake. 

165. 1. 12. You trees, fays he, &c.] Ovid 
ry juftly celebrated for the paflionate fpeeches 
is Poem. They have generally abundance of 
•e in them, but I leave it to better judgments 
)nfider whether they are not often too witty^^ 
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and too tedious. The Poet never cares for fiiio- 
thering a good thought that comes in lus vny, and 
never thinks he can draw tears enough from his 
reader : by which means our grief is either diverted 
or fpent before we come to his conclufion; for we 
cannot at the fame time be delighted with the wit 
of the Poet, and concerned for the perfbn that 
ipeaks it ; and a great Critic has admirably well 
obferved, *' Lamentationes debent effe breves ct 
*' concifae, nam lacryma fubitd excrefcit, et diffidle 
** et Auditorem vel Ledorem in fummo aniflii af- 
** fedu diu tenere.'* Would any one in Narciffos*J 
condition have cried out— «^'' Inopem me co{Ha 
** fecit?" Or can any thing- be more unnatural 
than to turn off from his forrows for the fake of a 
pretty reflexion ? 

** O utinam nolfaro fecedere corpore pofTem ! 

** Votummamantenovumj vellein, quod amamus, abeiftt.** 

None, I fuppofe, can be much grieved for one that 
is fo witty on his own afRidions.. But I think we 
may every where obferve in Ovid, that he cm- 
ploys his invention more than his judgment; and 
{peaks all the ingenious things that can be faid on 
the fubjeft, rather than thofe which are particularly 
proper to the perfon and circumftances of the 
ipeaker. 

FAB. VII. 
P. 169. 1. 25. When Pentheus thus] There is 
a great deal of fpirlt and fire in this fpeech of. 
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endieus, but I beUeve none befide Ovid would 
ive thought of the transformation of the ferpent's 
!eth for an incitement to the Thebans courage, 
hen he defires them not to degenerate from their 
reat forefather the Dragon, and draws a parallel 
stween the behaviour of them both. 

« EAt, pitcor, tntmorsB, qua fids ftirpe crcat!, 
** il/ia^fue animos, qui multos perdidit unus, 
** Sumlte ferpentis t pro fontibus ilk, Ucuqut 
** Interiity at vos pro fama vincitc vcftra. 
*< lUe dedit letho fortes, vos pellite molies, 
*' £t patriuffi revocate decus.'* 

FAB. VIIL 

The ftory of Acoetes has abundance of nature 
. an the parts of it, as well in the defcription of 
is own parentage and employment, as in that of 
le failors charafters and manners. But the ftiort 
eeches fcattered up and down in it, which make 
\t Latin very natural, cannot appear fo well in 
ir language, which is much more ftubbom and 
ipliant; and therefore are but as fo many rubs in 
ic ftory, that are ftill turning the narration out of 
! proper courfe. The transformation at the latter 
id is wonderfully beautiful. 

FAB. IX. 

Ovid has two very good fimilies on Pentheus, 
here he compares him to a river in a former ftory, 
id to a war-horfe in the prefent. 
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PSSAY ON VIRGIL'S GEORGICS. 

xTiRGiL may be reckoned the firft who intror 
duced three new kinds of poetry among the 
Romans, which he copied after three of the greateft 
mailers of Greece: Theocritus and Homer luivc 
ftiil difputed for the advantage over him in Paftoral 
and Heroics, but I think all are unanimous in 
giving him the precedence to Hefiod in his Gcor- 
gics. The truth of it is, the fweetnefs and rufti- 
city of a Paftoral cannot be fo well exprefled in any 
other tongue as in the Greek, when rightly mixed 
and qualified with the Doric dialed; nor can the 
majefty of an heroic poem any where appear fo 
well as in this language, which has a natural great- 
nefs in it, and can be often rendered more deep, 
and fonorous by the pronunciation of the lonians. 
But in the middle ftyle, where the writers in both 
tongues are on a level, we fee how far Virgil has 
excelled all who have written in the fame way with, 
him. 

There has been abundance of criticifm fpent on 
Virgil's Paftorals and iEneids; but the Georgics 
are a fubjedl which none of the critics have fuffi- 
ciently taken into their confideration ; moft of them 
paBng it over in filence, or cafting it under the 
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head with Paftoral ; a diviiion by no ineans 
% unlefs we fuppofe the ftyle of a holband- 
ught to be imitated in a Georgic, as that of 
herd is in a Paftoral. £ut though the fcene 
h. thefe poems lies in the fame place, the 
;rs in diem are of quite a different charadler, 
Jie precepts of hulbandry are not to be de- 
i with the fimplicity of a ploughman, but 
he addrefs of a poet. No rules therefore, 
date to Paftoral, can any way affeft the 
ics, fince they fell under that clafs of poetry, 
confifb in giving plain and dired inHruc- 

the reader; whether they be moral duties> 
(fe of Theognis and Pythagoras ; or philofb- 

{peculations, as thofe of Aratus and Lucre* 
}r rules of pra6tice, as thofe of Hefiod and 
• Among thefe different kind of fubjedis, 
hich the Georgics go upon is, I think, the 
ft and leaft improving, but the moft pleaiing 
lightful. Precepts of morality, befides the 

1 corruption of our tempers, which makes 
jrfe to them, are fo abftrafted from ideas of 
that they feldom give an opportunity for 
beautiful defcriptions and images which 
J fpirit and life of poetry. Natural philofo- 
s indeed fenfible obje£ls to work upon; but 

: often puzzles the reader with the intricacy 
Lotions, and perplexes him with the muM- 
Fits difputes. But this kind of poetry I am 
caking of, addreffes itfelf wholly to the ima* 
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gination: It it altogether converfitnt aisfing tbc 
fields and woods, and has the moft deUgktfiil part 
of nature for its province. It raifes in oor 
minds a pleafing variety of fcenes and landikipsy 
whilft it teaches us; and makes the dryeft of its 
precepts look like a defcription. " A Georgk 
<< therefore is (bme part of the fcience of hot* 
** bandry put into a pleafing drefs, and fet off wkh 
'' all the beauties and embelHfhments of poetiy." 
Now fince this fcience of huflundry is of a very 
large extent, the poet ihews his flail in fisgfiag 
out foch precepts to proceed on, as are iifefu}, and 
at the fame time moft capable of oraamcnt, Vk* 
gil was fo well acquainted with this fecret, that to 
fet off his firft Georgic, he has run into a fet of 
precepu, which are almoft foreign to his fttb^> 
in that beautiful account he gives us of the figm 
in nature, which precede the changes of tkf 
weather. 

And if there be fo much art in the choice of it 
precepts, there is much more required in the treat-* 
ing of them; that they may fall-in after each 
other by a natural unforced method, and ikew 
themfelves in the beft and moil advantageous light. 
They ihould all be fo finely wrought together ia 
the (ame piece, that no coarfe feam may difeover 
where they joins as in a curious brede of needle- 
work, one colour falls away by fuch juft degrees, aad 
another rifes io infenfibly, that we fee the variety, 
Hitbottt being able to diftinguUh the total vaniihinf 
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the one from the firft appearance of the other. 
3r is it faf&dent to range and difpofe this body of 
ecepts into a dear and eafy method, unlefs they 
s delivered to us in the moil pleafing and agreeable 
inner ; for there are feveral ways of conveying 
e fame truth to the mind of man; and to choofe 
e pleafiuxteft of thefe ways, is that which chiefly 
iljnguiihes poetry from profe^ and makes Virgil's 
Ics of hulbandry pleafanter to read than Varro's* 
liere the profe writer tells us plainly what ought 
be done, the poet often conceals the precept in 
defciipOon> and reprefents his countryman per* 
irming the action in which he would inflrud his 
ader. Where the one fets out, as fully and 
\£dn&ly as he can, all the parts of the truth, 
hich he would communicate to us; the other 
ngles out the moft pleafing drcumfiance of this 
nth, and fo conveys the whole in a more divert* 
ig manner to the underftanding. I (hall give one 
iftance out of a multitude of this nature that 
light be found in the Georgics where the reader 
lay fee the different ways Virgil has taken to 
xprefs the fame thing, and how much pleafanter 
very manner of expreffion is, than the plain and 
lireft mention of it would have been. It is in the 
econd Gecrgic, where he tells us what trees will 
>ear grafting on each other. 

** £t fope alterius ramos impone Tidemut 
** Vertere in alterias, muUtamque infita mala 
** Ferre pyrumy et pronis lapidofa rubefcere conia« 
tt ....^StcrUci plaUni malos geflere valentes, 
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** Caftaneae fagos, ornufque iiicanuit albo 

<< Flore pyri : glandemque fues fregere fub ulmif* ' 

<< I Nee longum tempus : et ingens 

** Exiit ad coelum ramis felicibus arbos ; 

<* Miraturquc novas frondes ct non fua poma." 
Here we fee the Poet confidered all the effefts 
of this union between trees of different kinds, and 
took notice of that effedl which had the moft fur- 
prize, and by confequence the moft delight in it, 
to exprefs the capacity that was in them of being 
thus united. This way of writing is every where 
much in ufe among the Poets, and is particulariy 
pradtifed by Virgil, who loves to fuggeft a troth 
indiredUy, and, without giving us a full and open 
view of it, to let us fee juft fo much as will nar 
turally lead the imagination into all the parts that 
He concealed. This is wonderfully diverting to 
the underftanding, thus to receive a precept, tha^ 
enters as it were through a by-way, and to appre- 
hend an idea that draws a whole train after it. 
For here the mind, which is always delighted with 
its own difcoveries, only takes the hint from the 
Poet, and feems to work out the reft by the 
ftrength of her owil faculties. 

But, fince the inculcating precept upon precept 
will at length prove tirefome to the reader, if he 
meets with no entertainment, the Poet muft take 
care not to incumber his poem with too much 
buiinefs ; but fometimes to relieve the fubjed with 
a moral reflexion, or let it reft a while for the fake 
of a pleafant and pettiaetit digreflion* Nor is it 
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fuffident to rim out into beaatifol and diverting 
digreffions (as it is generally thought), unlefs they 
are brought in aptly, and are fomething of a piece 
iKth the m^ dcfign of the Georgic : for they 
ought to have a remote alHance at leaft to the fub- 
jed, that {o the whole poem may be more uniform 
and agreeable in all its parts. We fhould never 
quite lofe fight of the country, though we are 
fometimes entertained with a diftant profpedl of it. 
Of this naturCp are Virgil's defcription of the ori- 
ginal of Agriculture, of the fruitfulnefs of Italy, 
of a country life, and the like; which are not 
brought in by force, but naturally rife out of the 
principal argument and defigri of the poem. I 
know no one digrcffion in the Georgics that may 
ieem to contradidi this obfervation, beiides that in 
the latter end of the firfl book, where the Poet 
hunches out iiito a difcourfe of the battle of Phar- 
filia, and the actions of Auguftus : but it is worth 
while to confider how admirably he has turned the 
courfe of hb narration into its proper channel, and 
made his hufbandman concerned even in what re- 
lates to the battle, in thofe inimitable lines ; 
'< Scilicet et tempus yeniet, cum finibus illis 
** Agricola incnrvo terrain molitus aratro, 
** Exefa ihYcniet fcabra rubigine pila : 
** Aut gravibus raftris galeas pulfabit inanes, 
** Grandiaque effbifis mirabitur ofla fepulchris.'* 

And afterwards, fpeaking of Auguftus's adions, 
he ftill remembers that Agriculture ought to be 
fome way hinted at throughout the YfhsA^ ^^tei% 

VOL, XXX, p 
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« —iNon iiUus intro 
<< Dignttt honot t iqualent abdudit arva oolonk s 
« £t curvae rigidum falces oonflantur in eafem.** 

We now come to a Style whkk is proper to a 
Georgic ; and indeed this is the part on which the 
Poet muft lay out all his ilrength, that his words 
may be warm and glowing* and that every thing 
he defcribes may immediately preient itEd£, and 
rife up to the reader's view. He ought in parti- 
cular to be careful of not letting his fubjefl debafe 
his flyle* and betray him into a meannefs of ex- 
predion; but every where to keep up his vcrf^ in 
all the pomp of numbers^ and dignity of words* 

I think nothing which is a phraie or faying in 
common talk fhould be adnutted into a ierioot 
Poem : becaufe it takes off from the iblemoity of 
the expreflion, and gives it too great a torn of ft- 
jnili&rity: mudi lefs ought the low phraies and 
terms of art, that are adapted to hufbandry, hare 
any place in fuch a work as the Georgic, which is 
not to appear in the natural iin^Ucity and naked- 
nefs of its fubjed, but in the pleafimtieft dreis thai; 
poetry can beihyw on it. Thus Virgil, to deviate 
from the common form of words, would not make 
nfe of tempore but fydere in his &rft verfe; and 
every where elfe abounds with Metaj^ors, GraS' 
cifms, and Circumlocudons, to give his verfe the 
greater pomp, and preferve it from finking into a 
plebeian ftyle. And herein confifts Virgil^s mafter" 
piece, who has not only excelled all other Poets, 
but eTcn faimfelE m 13E^^axklSlx^^ ^ %q& Georgia; 
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where we receive more ftrong and lively ideas of 
things from Ins words> than we could have done 
from the object diemfelves : and find oor ima- 
ginations more afc&d by hb defcriptions^ than 
they wonld have been by the very fight of what 
he deicnoes* 

I fhall BOW^ after this fliort fcheme of rnles^ 
coniider the different fnccefs that Hefiod and Vir« 
g^ have met with m this kind of poetry^ which 
may give ns fome further notion of the excellence 
of die Georgics. To begin with Hefiod ; if we 
may gnefs at his character horn his writbigs, he 
had much more of the hofbandman than the Poet 
h hif temper : he was wonderfully grave> difcreet^ 
and frugal, he lived altogether in the coaotiy, and 
was probably for his great prudence the oracle of 
the ndiole naghbourhood. Thefe principles of 
good haflKUidry ran t&ron^ his works, and di* 
i«Aed lata to the choice of tillage and merchant 
iaUf for the fd>jed of that which is the mofl ce^ 
hArated of them. He is every where bent on ift-» 
fbnffion, avcMds all manner of digreffions, and 
doea not ftir out of the field once in the whole 
Georgic. Ks method in defcribing month after 
month, mth its proper ieafbns and employments, 
is too grave and fimf^e; it takes off from the far- 
prize and variety of the Poem, and makes the 
whole look bnt like a modem almanack in verfe. 
The reader is carried throsgh a cotirfe of weather; 
and may before-hand guefs wKeihec htutotM^ 
F z 
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ftdth fnow or rsm, clouds or foiifhine^ in the next 
defcription. His defcriptions indeed have abun- 
dance of nature in them» but then it is nature in 
her fimplidty and undrefs. Thus when he ipeaks 
of January, ** The wild beafts,*' fays he, " run 
*' ihivering through the woods with, their heads 
'' Hooping to the ground, and their tails dapt be« 
^' tween dieir legs ; the goats and oxen are almoft 
'< flead mth cold ; but it is not fo bad with die 
f'.fheep, becaufe they have a thick coat of wed 
^ about them. The old men too are bitterly 
** pinched with the weather; but the young girls 
** feel nothing of it, who fit at home with thdr 
<' mothers by a warm fire-fide." ThuA does the 
old gentleman give himfelf up to a loofe kind of 
tattle, rather than endeavour after a jufi: poetical 
defcription. Nor has he ftiewn more of art or 
judgment in the precepts he has given us ; which 
are fown fo very thick, that they clog the Poem 
too much, and are often fo minute and full of dr- 
cumftances, that they weaken and unnerve his 
verfe. fiut, after all, we are beholden to him for 
the firfi: rough (ketch of a Georgic : where we 
may fHll difcover fomething venerable in the an* 
tiquenefs of the work ; but if we would fee the 
defign enlarged, the figures reformed, the colour- 
ing laid on, and the whole piece finifhed, we mnft 
exped it from a greater mailer's hand. 

Virgil has drawn out the rules of tillage and 
planting into two Book^^ which Hcfiod has dif- 
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patched in half a one ; bat has fo raifed the natu? 
lal rudenefs and fimplicity of his fubjedi, with fuch 
a figmficancy of expreifion^ fuch a pomp of verfe/ 
fuch variety of traniitions, and fuch a folemn sar 
in his reflexions^ that, if we look on both Poets 
together, we fee in one the plainnefs of a down- 
tight coontryman ; and in the other> fomething of 
tufiic majefty, like that of a Roman di^tor at the 
j^ugh-tail. He delivers the meaneft of his pre- 
cepts with a kind of grandeur ; he breaks the clods 
and tofles the dung about with an air of graceful- 
nefs. His prognoftications of the weather are 
^en out of Aratus, where we may fee how judi- 
dooily he has picked out thofe that are moil pro- 
per for his hufbandman's obfervation ; how he has 
enforced the expreffion, and heightened the images 
which he found in the original. 

The Second Book has more vnt in it, and a 
greater boldnefs in its metaphors, than any of the 
re$. The Poet, with great beauty, applies obli- 
yion, ignorance, wonder, delire, and the like, to 
his trees. The laft Georgic has indeed as many 
inetaphors, but Qot fo daring as this ; for human 
thoughts and paflions may be more naturally 
afcribed to a bee, than to an inanimate plant. 
He who reads over the pleafures of a country 
life, as they are defcribed by Virgil in the latter 
end of this Book, can fcarce be of Virgil's mind 
VI prefening even the life pf ^. philofcpber to it. 

^ 3 
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We may, I think» read the Poet's dune in Us 
defcription, for he feems to have been ia a fweat 
at tl^e writing of it : 

*( i—O quis sae gdUis fub montSbus Haemi 
*' Siftaty et ingenti ramorum protegat umbra 1** 
and is every where mentioning, among his chief 
pleafures, the coolnefs of his (hades and rivers* 
vales and grottoes* which a more Northern Poet 
would have omitted for the defcription of a fanny 
hill* ^nd fire-fide. 

The Third Georgic feems to be the moft la- 
boured of them all ; there is a wonderful vigour 
and fpirit in the defcription of the horfe and cha- 
riot-race» The force of love is reprefented in 
noble inftances, and very fublime expreflions. The 
Scythian winter-piece appears fo very cold and 
bleak to the eye* that a man can fcarce look on it 
without fhivering. The murrain at the end has 
all the expreflivenefs that words can give. It was 
here that the Poet drained hard to out-do Lncrt-' 
tins in the defcription of his plague ; and if die 
reader would fee what fuccefs he had* he may 6x4 
it at large in Scaliger. 

But Virgil feems no where fb well pleafed* as 
when he is got among his bees in the Fourth 
GecM'gic : and ennobles the anions of fb trivia! a 
creature* with metaphcH's drawn from the moil im- 
portant concerns of mankind. His verfes arc not 
in a greater noife and hurry in the battles of 
«£neas and Turnus* than in the engagement of 
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two fwarms. And as in his ^neis he compares 
the labours of his Trojans to thofe of bees and 
pifinires, here he compares the hd>oars of the 
bees to thofe of the Cyclops. In ihort, the laft 
Georgic was a good prelude to the .£neis ; and 
very well ihewed what the Poet could do in the 
defcription of what was really great» by his de- 
fcribing the mock-grandeur of an infed with fo 
good a grace. There is more pleafantnefs in the 
litde platform of a garden, which he gires us 
about the middle of this Book> than in all the 
tf$fdoa» walks and water-works of Rapin. The 
%eedi of Proteus at the end can never be enough 
admtredy and was indeed rery fit to conclude fo 
dmne a work. 

After ^ particular account of the beauties in 
the Georgics, I fhould in die next place endeavour 
to pcnnt out its imperfe^ons, if it has any. But 
tlKmgh I think there are fome few parts in it that 
•re not fi> beautiful as the reft> I (hall not prefume 
to Bame them ; as rather fuipedting my own judg- 
IMiit, than I can believe a fault to be in that Poem, 
irfiich lay fo long under Virgil's ccHredtion, and 
had his laft hand put to it. The firft Georgic was 
probably burlefqued in the author's lifetime; for 
we ftill find in the fcholiafts a verfe that ridicules 
part of a line tranflated from Hefiod, «' Nudus 
'* ara, fere nudus"— And we may cafily guefs at 
die judgment of this extraordinary critic, whoever 
ht was, from his cenfuring this particular precept. 

P + 
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We may be fure Virgil would not have tranilated 
it from Heiiod, had he not difcovered fome beauty 
in it ; and indeed the beauty of it is what I hav^ 
before obferved to be frequently met with in ^- 
gil, the delivering the precept fo indiredly, and 
iingling out the particular circumftance of fowing 
and plowing naked, to fuggeft to us that thcfc 
employments are proper only in the hot feafon of 
. the year. 

I fhall not here compare the ftyle of the Georgics 
with that of Lucretius, which the reader may fee 
already done in the preface to the fecond volume 
of Mifcellany Poems*; but fhall conclude this 
Poem to be th^ moil complete, elaborate, and fi- 
nifhed piece of all antiquity. The ^neis indeed 
is of a nobler kind, but the Qeorgic is more per- 
fedt in Jts kind. The iEneis has a greater variety 
of beauties in it, but thofe of the Georgic are more 
exquiiite. In ihort, the Georgic has all the per- 
fection that can be expedled in a poem written by 
the greateft Poet in the flower of his age, when 
his invention was ready, his imagination warm, his 
judgment fettled, and all his faculties in their fiifl 
vigour and maturity. 

♦ The CoUcaion pubjiflicd by Mr. Dry den. 
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TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 

ON HIS PICTURE OF THE KING. 

I^NELLER, with £lence and furprize 
We fee Britannia's monarch rife, 
A godlike form> by thee difplay'd 
In all the force of light and ihade ; 
And, aw'd by thy delulive hand. 
As in the prefence chamber ftand. 

The magic of thy art calls forth 
Ifis iecret foul and hidden worth. 
His probity and miidnefs (hows, 
ICs care of fiiends, and fcorn of foes : 
If cvciy fboke, in every line. 
Does fome exalted virtue fhine. 
And Albion's happinefs we trace 
Through all the features of his face. 

O may I live to hail the day. 
When the glad nation (hall furvey 
Their fovereign, through his wide command. 
Faffing in progrefs o'er the land ! 
Bach heart ihall bend, and every voice 
In loud applauding (houts rejoice, 
Whilft all his gracious afpedt praife. 
And crov^da grow loyal as they %^^A• 
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The image cm the medal plac'd. 
With its bright round of tides grac'd. 
And fiampt on Bridih coins fhall live. 
To richeft ores the value give. 
Or, wrought within the curious mold. 
Shape and adorn the running gold. 
To bear this form> the genial fun 
Has daily fince his courfe begun 
Rejoic'd the metal to refine. 
And ripen'd the Peruvian mine. 

Thou, Kneller, long with noble [aide. 
The foremoft of thy art, haft vy*d 
With nature in a generous ftrife. 
And touch'd the canvas into life. 

Thy pencil has, by monarchs Ibaght, 
From reign to reign in ermine wrought. 
And, in the robes of ftate array'd. 
The kings of half an age difplay'd. 

Here fwarthy Charles appears, and that 
Ks brother with deje^ed air : 
Triumphant NaiTau here we find. 
And with him bright Maria jmn'd; 
There Anna, great as when ihe (ent 
Her armies through the continent. 
Ere yet her Hero was difgrac'd : 
O may fam'd Brunfwick be the laft, 
(Though heaven ihould with my wifh agrees 
And long prefcrve thy art in thee) 
The laft, the happieft Britifli king. 
Whom thou &iaVxi^^V» 5a\tnlLfin^l 
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Wife Phidias thos, his (kill to prove. 
Through many a god advanc'd to Jove, 
And taught the poliiht rocks to ihine 
"With airs and lineaments divine ; 
1111 Greece, amaz'd, and half-afraid, 
Th' aflemUed deides furvey'd. 

Great Pan, who wont to chace the fair. 
And lov'd the ipreading oak» was there ; 
Old Saturn too with upcaft eyes 
Beheld his abdicated ikies ; 
And mighty Mars, for war renown'd. 
In adamantine armour frown'd ; 
By Urn the childlefs goddefs rofe, 
Minerva, ftudious to compofe 
Her twiAed threads ; the web ihe flnmg. 
And o'er a loom of marble hung : 
Thetis, the troubled ocean's queen. 
Matched with a mortal^ next was iecn. 
Reclining on a funeral urn. 
Her fhort-Hv'd darling fan to mourn. 
The laft was he, whofe thunder flew 
The Titan-race, a rebel crew. 
That from a hundred hills ally'd 
In imjnous leagues their king defy'd. 

This wonder of the fculptor's hand 
Produced, his art was at a ftand : 
For who would hope new fame to raife. 
Or rifk his wett-eftablifh'd praife. 
That, his high genius to approve. 
Had drawn a George, or carv'd a ]QTe^ 
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PROLOGUE 

T O 

SMITH'! PHiEDRA AND HIPPOLITUS. 
SPOKEN Br MR. WILKS. 

r ONO has a race of heroes fiU'd the flage. 

That rant by note^ and through the gamut rage; 
In fongs and airs exprefs their martial fire. 
Combat in trills> and in a fugue expire : 
While, lull'd by found, and undifturbM by wit. 
Calm and ferene you indolently fit. 
And, from the dull fatigue of thinking free. 
Hear the facetious fiddles repartee : 
Our home-fpun authors muil forfake the field. 
And Shakefpeare to the foft Scarletti yield. 

To your new tafte the poet of this day 
Was by a friend advis'd to form his play ; 
Had Valentini, mufically coy, 
Shunn*d Phaedra's arms, and fcom'd the proffcr'd joy: 
It had not mov'd your wonder to have feen 
An eunuch fly from an enamour'd queen : 
How would it pleafe, fhould (he in Englifh fpeak. 
And could Hippolitus reply in Greek ! 
But he, aiflranger to your modifh way, " - 

By your old rules mufl fland or fall to-day. 
And hopes you will your foreign tafte command. 
To besLt, for once, vax!tx vi^i'ax ^^»i uaaderftand. r 
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PROLOGUE 

T O 

TEELE's TENDER HUSBAND. 

le ^rk rife and infimcy of farce» 
len fools were many» and when plays were fcarce^ 
aw unpradis'd authors could, with eafe, 
ing and onexperienc'd audience pleafe : 
igle charader had e'er been fhown, 
le whole herd of fops was all their own; 
in originals, they fet to view, 
ny j^ece, a coxcomb that was new. 
: now our Britiih theatre can boafi: 
\ of all kinds, a vaft unthmking hoftl 
ul of folly and of vice, it (hows 
>lds, and dts, and bawds, and pimps, and beaux; 
ti country knights are found of every fhire ; 
ery fafhion gentle fops appear; 
mnks of different characters we meet, 
*quent on the ftage as in the pit. 
aodern wits are forc'd to pick and cull, 
lere and there by chance glean up a fool : 
ere they find the neceffary fpark, 
fearch the town, and beat about the Park^ 
1 his moft frequented haunts refort, 
og him to the zing, and oft to court ; 
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As love of pleafure or of place invites ; 

And fometimes catch him taking fhuff at White's. 

Howe'er, to do you right, the preiept age 
Breeds very hopeful monflers for the ibge ; 
That fcom the paths their dull forefathers trod. 
And won't be blockheads in the common road. 
Do but furvey this crowded houfe to-night : 
——Here 's iHll encouragement for thofe that write. 

Our author, to divert his friends to-day. 
Stocks with variety of fools his play ; 
And that there may be ibmething gay aid new, 
Two4adies-errant has expos'd to view ; 
The firft^a damfel, travdl'd in romance; 
The t'other more refin'd, fhe comes from Fiaaec : 
Refcue, like courteous knights, the nymph firoo 

danger. 
And kindly ueat, like well-bred men« die fitangv* 
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EPILOGUE 



T O 



tANSDOWNE'i BRITISH ENCHANTERS. 

%I7H EN Orpheus tun'd bis lyre with pleafing woe« 

Rivers forgot to nm> and winds to blow^ 
While liflening fbrefts cover'd* as he play'd^ 
The foft mofidan in a moving (hade. 
That this night's flrains the fame fucceis may find. 
The force of mufic is to mufic join'd : 
Wxexc ibanding ftrings and artful voices fail. 
The charming rod and mutter'd fpells prevail. 
Let fage Urganda wave the circling wand 
On barren mountains, or a wafte of fand ; 
The defert fmiles ; the woods begin to grow. 
The birds to warble, and the fprings to flow. 

The fame dull fights in the fame landfkip mixt. 
Scenes of ftill life, and pcnnts for ever fix'd, 
A tedious pleafure on the mind befbw. 
And pall the fenfe with one condnued fhow : 
But, as our two ma^dans try their (kill. 
The vifion varies, though the place flands fUll; 
While the fame fpot its gaudy form renews. 
Shifting the profped to a thoufand views. 
Thus (without unity of place tranfgrefl) 
Th' enchanter turns the critic to a jeft. 

But howfoe*er, to pleafe^our wandering eyes. 
Bright objedts difappear and brighter rife : 
There's none can make amends for loft de^^\iX, 
WMJe from that circle we divert yo\ii fi^X. 
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AN ODE FOR ST. CECILIA'S DAY. 

SET TO MUSIC BY MR. DANIEL PURCELL. 
PEKFORMEP AT OXFORD l6^J 

I. 

PREPARE the hallow'd ftrain, my Mnfe, 

Thy fofteft founds and fweeteft numbers chufej 
The bright Cecilia's praife rehearfe. 
In warbling words, and gliding verfe. 
That fmoothly run into a fong. 
And gently die away, and melt upon the tongue. 

II. 

Firft let the fprightly violin 
The joyful melody begin. 

And none of all her firings be mute. 
While the fharp found and fhriller lay 
In fweet harmonious notes decay, 
Soften'd and mellow'd by the flute. 
* " The flute that fweetly can complain, 
** Diffolve the frozen nymph's difdain; 
*' Panting fympathy impart, 
" Till fhe partake her lover's fmart." 

CHORUS. 

III. 

Next, let the folemn organ join 
Religious airs, and flrains divine, 

♦ The four Uft Vmta o? <bft UvinsL mi third fianzas v«i« 
added by Mr» Tate. 
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ch as may Cft us to the Bdes, 
id iet all heaven before our eyes : 
*' Sach as may lift ns to the ikies; 
<' So far at leaft till they 
" Deicend with kind furprize^ 
And meet our jnous harmony half-way.'' 

IV- 

« 

t then the trumpet's pierdng found 
IT raviih'd ears with pleafure wound : 
rhc foul o'cr-powering with delight, 
, with a qmck uncommon ray> 
ftreak of lightning clears the day. 
And flafhes on the fight, 
t echo too perform her part, 
don^g every note with art. 
And in a low exjnring ftnun 
Play an the concert o'er again* 

V. 
ch were the tuneful notes that hung 
I bright Cedlia's charming tongue : 
)tes that facred heats infpir'd, 
id with religious aidour fir'd : 
lie love-fick youth, that long fupprefs'd 
is imother'd paffion in his breafl, 
3 (boner heard the warbling dame. 
But, by the fecret influence turn'd, 
s felt a new diviner flame. 
And with devodon bum'd, 

^OL. XXX. O 
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With ravifh'd foul, and looks amas^'d. 
Upon her beauteous face he gaz'd ; 

Nor made his amorous complaint : 
In vain her eyes his heart had charm'd^ 
Her heavenly voice her eyes diiarm'd* 

And chang'd the bver to a iaint. 

GRAND CHORUS^ 
VI. 
And now the choir compleat rejoices. 
With trembling firings and melting voices« 
The tuneful ferment rifes high. 
And works with mingled melody : 
Qmck divifions run their rounds, 
A thoufand trills and quivering founds 

In airy circles o'er us fly. 
Till, wafted by a gentle breeze. 
They faint and languifh by degrees. 
And at a diftance die. 
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AN ODE. 

I. 

R E fpadons firmament on highj 
With all the blue ethereal Iky, 
I fpangled heavens, a fhining frame> 
:ir great original proclaim, 
miweary'd fun, from day to day, 
s his Creator's power difplay j 
i publi(hes> to every land, 
; work of an Almighty hand* 

IL 
A as the evening fhades prev^, 
: moon takes up the wonderous tale^ 
[nightly, to the Mening earthy 
eats the ftory of her birth : 
lift all the Hars that round her bum> 
[ all the planets, in their turn, 
firm the tidings as they roll, 
i fpread the truth from pole to pole. 

III. 
It though, in folemn filence, all 
re round the dark terrefbial ball ; 
It though, no real voice, nor fbundj 
idfl their radiant orbs be found : 
Leafon's ear they all rejoice, 
. utter forth a glorious voice ^ 
ever finging as they fhine, 
i hand that made us is divi&Ct 

0^2 
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AN HYMN. 

I. 

•iTTHEN all thy mercies, O my Gdd, 

My riling foul furveys ; 
Tranfported with the view, I *m lofi 
In wonder, love, and praife. 

II. 

O how fhall words with equal warmth 

The gratitude declare. 
That glows within my ravifli'd heart ! 

£ut thou canil read it there. 

III. 

Thy Providence my life fuHainM, 

And all my wants redreft ; 
When in the filent womb I lay. 

And hung upon the bre^. 

IV. 
To all my weak complaints and cries. 

Thy mercy lent an ear^ 
Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt 

To form themfelves in prayer. 

V. 
Unnumber'd comforts to my foul 

Thy tender care beftow'd. 
Before my iivfatit VicsiTt conceiv'd 

From wlieuce xh^fc cQtftSoxx.'i ^wr\% 
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VI. 

When in the flippery paths of yoath 

With heedlefs fteps I ran> 
Thine arm unfeen convey'd n^e fafej 

And led me up to man. 
VII, 
Through hidden dangers, toils« and death. 

It gently cleared my way ; 
And through the pleafing fnares of vice. 

More to be fear'd than they. 

VIII. 
When worn with ficknefs, oft haft thou 

With health renew'd my face ; 
And when in fins and forrows fonk. 

Revived my foul with grace. 
IX. 
Tliy bounteous hand with worldly blifs 

Has made my cup run o'er. 
And in a kind and faithful fqend 

Has doubled all my {(ore. 

X. 

Ten thoufand thoufand precious gifts 

My daily thanks employ ; 
Nor is the lead a chearfiil heart. 

That taftes thofe gifts with joy. 

XI. 

Through every period of my life. 

Thy goodnefs I'll purfue ; 
And after death, in cUftant worlds. 

The glorious theme renew* 
0.3 
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xn. 

When Nature fail5> and 6zj and ti^ 
Divide thy works no lnore> 

My ever-^;rateM hearty O Lord> 
Thy mercy ihall adore. 

xm. 

Through all eternity to thee^ 

A joyfiil fong I H raife ; 
For> oh! eternity's too fhiort» 

To utter all thy praiie. 



AN ODE. 

I. 

TT o w are thy fervants bleft, O Lord! 

How fure is their defence ! 
Eternal wifdom is their guide> 
Their help Omnipotence. 

II. 

In foreign realms, and lands remote^ 

Supported by thy care. 
Through burning climes I pafs'd unhur^ 

And breath'd in tainted air. 

III. 

Thy mercy fweeten'd every foil. 

Made every region pleafe; 
The hoary Alpine-hills it warm*d. 

And fmootVd \ii^ t-^it^kftivft fea*» 



IV. 
Think, O iny fouls devoutly flunk. 

How* with affrighted eyes. 
Thou faw'ft the wide-extended deep, 

In all its honors rife. 
V. 
Confiiiion dwelt in every face. 

And fear in every heart ; 
When waves on waves, and gulphs on gulphsc 

Overcame the pilot's art. 
VI. 
Yet then from all my griefs, O Lord, 

Thy mercy fet me free ; 
Whilft, in the confidence of prayer. 

My foul took hold on thee. 

VII. 

For though in dreadful whirls we hung 

ffigh on the broken wave, 
I knew thou wert not flow to hear. 

Nor impotent to fave. 

VIII. 
The ftorm was laid, the winds retired. 

Obedient to thy will ; 
The feai that roar'd at thy command. 

At thy command was ftill. 

IX. 

In midft of dangers, fears, and death. 

Thy goodnefs I *11 adore ; 
And praife Thee for thy mercies paft. 

And humbly hope for more. 

<L4 



X. 

My life, if thou prcferv'ft my life, 

Thyfaciificefhallbe; 
And death, if death mail be my doom. 

Shall join my foul to Thee. 



AN HYMN. 



TT7HEN rifing from the bed of death, 
O'erwhelm'd with gmlt and fear, 
I fee my Maker face to face ; 
O how fhaU I appear ! 

II. 

If yet, while pardon may be found. 

And mercy may be fought. 
My heart with inward horror ihrinks. 

And trembles at the thought : 

III. 
When thou, O Lord, (halt Hand difclos'd 

In majefty fevere. 
And fit in judgment on my foul; 

O how fliall I appear I 

IV. 
But thou haft told the troubled foul. 

Who does her fins lament. 
The timely tribute of her tears 

Shall endlefe vf ot pitv^ut. 
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V. 

Then fee the forrows of my heart. 

Ere yet it be too late ; 
And add my Saviour's dying groans. 

To give thofe forrows weight. 

VI. 
Por never fliall my foul deipair 

Her pardon to procure, 
'Who knows Thy Only Son has dy'd 

To make that pardon fare. 



PARAPHRASE ON PSALM XXIIL 

I. 
rpHE Lord my pafture (hall prepare. 

And feed me with a fhepherd's care ; 
His prefence fhall my wants fupply. 
And guard me with a watchful eye : 
My noon-day walks he fhaU attend. 
And all my mid-night hours defend. 

H. 
When in the fultry glebe I faint. 
Or on the thirfty mountain pant ; 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 
My weary wandering fleps he leads : 
Where peaceful rivers, foft and flow. 
Amid the verdant landfcape flow* 
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III. 
Thoagh in the padis of deadi I tread, 
"N^th gloomy horrors overfpread. 
My ftedfaft heart fhall fear no iH, 
For thoa, O Lord, art with me iHll ; 
Thy friendly crook fhall give me aid. 
And guide me throagh the dreadful fhade4 

IV. 

Though in a bare and rugged way. 
Through devious lonely wilds I ftray. 
Thy bounty fhall my wants beguile. 
The barren wildemefs fhall fmile. 
With fudden greens and herbage crown'd. 
And ^eams fhall murmur all around. 



THE PLAY-HOUSE*. 

TX^HERE gentle Thames through flately channdb 

glides. 
And England's proud metropolis divides ; 
A lofty fabrick does the fight invade. 
And ftretches o'er the waves a pompous fhade ; 
Whence fudden fhouts the neighbourhood furprizCj 
And thundering cl^s and dreadflil lufRngs idfc. 
Here thrifty R— hires monarchs by the day. 
And keeps his mercenary kings in pay ; 
With deep-mouth'd aftors fills the vacant {QtAtH, 
And rakes the ftews for goddeffes and queens : 

* Sec Scd\c^^s "MMcd\asiv«i> 'Inq* ^% %QZi 
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ere the lewd punk, with crowns and fceptres grac'd« 
eaches her eyes a more majefiic caft ; 
ad hungry monarchs, with a numerous train 
f fuppliant flavesy like Sancho, ftarre and rrigiu 
But enter in, my Mufe ; the Stage furvey, 
id all its pomp and pageantry difplay ; 
rap-doors and pit-^lls, from th' unfaithful grounds 
id magic walls encompafs it around : 
1 either fide maim'd Temples fill oar eyes, 
id intennixt with Brothel-houfes riie ; 
sjointed Palaces in order ftand, 
id Groves obedient to the mover's hand 
erihade the Stage, and flouriih at command* 
ftamp makes broken towns and trees entire : 
when Amphion ftruck the vocal lyre> 
! (aw the fpacious circuit all around, 
!th crowding woods and rifing cities crown'd« 
But next the tiring-room furvey, and fee 
Ife titles, and promifcuous quality, 
nfos'dly fwarm, from heroes and from qaeeiit> 
thofe that fwing in clouds and fill machines, 
eir various charaders they chufe with arts 
e frowmng bully fits the tyrant's part : 
oln cheeks and fwaggering belly make an hoftj 
e meagre looks and hollow voice a ghoft ; 
)m careful brows and heavy down-caft eyes, 
U dts and thick-fcuU'd aldermen arife : 
e comic tone, infpir'd by Congreve, draws 
every word, loud laughter and applanfe : 
e whining dame continues as before, 
r diiara£ter unchaog'dy and afts a vfViott* 
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Above the reft, the prince with haughty ftalks 
Magnificent in purple buikins walks : 
The royal robes his awful (houlders grace, 
Profufe of ipangles and of copper-lace : 
Officious rafcalsf to his mighty thigh, 
Quiltlefs of blood, th' unpointed weapon tye : 
Then the gay glittering diadem put on. 
Ponderous with brafs, and (larr'd with Briftol fiooe. 
His royal confort next confults her glafs. 
And out of twenty boxes culls a face ; 
The whitening firft her ghaflly looks befmears. 
All pale and wan th' unfinifh'd form appears ; 
Till on her cheeks the blufliing purple glows. 
And a falfe virgin-modefty beftows. 
Her ruddy lips the deep vermilion dyes ; 1 

Length to her brows the pencil's art fupplies, ? 
And with black bending arches (hades her eyes. J 
Well pleas'd at length the pifturc Ihe beholds. 
And fpots it o'er with aruficial molds ; 
Her countenance compleat, the beaux ihe warms 
With looks not hers ; and, fpight of nature, chains- 

Thus artfully their perfons they difguiie. 
Till the lad flourifh bids the curtain r^e. 
The prince then enters on the Stage in flate ; 
Behind, a guard of candle-fnuffers wait : 
There, fwoln with empire, terrible and fierce. 
He fhakes the dome, and tears his lungs with verfe : 
His fubjeds tremble ; the fubmiflive pit. 
Wrapt up in fiilence and attention, fit ; 
Till, freed at length, he lays afide the weight 
Of public bufinek aad ^^^ ol ^\k^^ 
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Forgets his pomp, dead to ambitious fires. 
And to fome peaceful brandy-ihop retires ; 
Where in full gills his anxious thoughts he drowns^ 
And quaffs away the care that waits on crowns. 

The princefs next her painted charms difplays« 
Where every look the pencil's art betrays ; 
The callow 'fquire at diftance feeds his eyes. 
And filently for paint and waihes dies : 
But if the youth behind the fcenes retreat. 
He fees the blended colours melt with heat. 
And an the trickling beauty run in fweat. 
TTie borrowed vifage he admires no more. 
And naufeates every charm he lov'd before : 
80 ^ fam'd (pear, for double force renown'd> 
Apjdy'd the remedy that gave the wound. 

In tedious Ms 'twere endlefs to engage. 
And draw at length the rabble of the Stage, 
Where one for twenty years has given alarms. 
And caU'd contending monarchs to their arms ; 
Another fills a more important poll. 
And rifes every other night a ghoft ; 
Through the deft Stage, his mealy face he reirs. 
Then ffalks along, groans thrice, and difappears ; 
Others, with fwords and fhields, the foldier's pride. 
More than a thoufand times have chang'd their fide. 
And in a thoufand fatal battles dy'd. 

Thus feveral perfons feveral parts perform ; 
Soft lovers whine, and bluftering heroes ftorm. 
The ftem exafperated tyrants rage, 
1111 the kind bowl of poifon clears the Stage* 
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Thea iiooons Timfli* aad ^iinfidoiis ctaie ; 
Thea, witk ida&amct, huigktjr qoeens undies 
Heroes ao aoie tkeir fading lanrds boaft» 
And va^bxf \angi in piirate men are loft. 
He» wlioni fsoSi tides fiwdl'd, foch power made proud, 
Tb iHiom vdiole realms and Yanquifh'd nations bow'di 
Tluroirs off tbe gaudy plnme^ tke pnqJe train* 
And in his own Tile titters ftinks again. 



ON THE LADY MANCHESTER, 

WniTTBH ON THB TOASTlNG-GLASS£S OF TH^ 
KIT-CAT CLUB. 

TT7HILE lianglity Gallia's dames» that (pread 

O'er didr pale cheeks* an artful red* 
Beheld this beanteoos firanger there 
In nadye charms, divinely fair ; 
Confbfion in their locks they fhow'd ; 
And with nnbonow'd blofhes glow'd«. 



A 

TRAGEDY. 



^ Ecce fpedacnlum dignum, ad qaod refpiciaty intentna 
** open fuoy Deus ! Ecce par Deo dignuniy Yir fbrtit 
** cuffl mala fortuoa compofitos ! Non ^deo, inqoanit 
** quid habeat in terris Jupiter pulchriaty fi conver te r 
'< animmn velit, quam ut fpedet Catonemy jam parti- 
** bos non femel fradls^ nihilomin^ intar mioas paUi* 
<< en credom/* Sin* de Dhrin* Pra?. 
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TO HER ROYAL HIGHNESS 

THE PRINCESS OF WALES, 

WITH THE TRAGEDY OP CATO, 
NOVEMBER 1714. 

"^HB Mufc that oft, with facred raptures fir'd. 
Has generous thoughts of Liberty infpir'd, 
ad, boldly rifing for Britannia's laws, 
igag'd great Cato in her country's caujfe, 
a you fubmiilive waits, with hopes afTur'd, 
r whom the mighty bleffing ftands fecur'd, 
ad all the glories, that our age adorn, 
re promis'd to a people yet unborn. 
No longer fhall the widow'd land bemoan 
broken lineage, and a doubtful throne;' 
It boaft her royal progeny's increafe, 
ad count the pledges of her future peace* 
bom to fbengthen and to grace our ifle ! 
Tulc you, fair Princefs, in your Offspring fmile, 
ipplying charms to the fucceeding age, 
ich heavenly Daughter's triumphs we prefage ; 
[ready fee th' illuftrious youths complain, 
nd pity Monarchs doom'd to iigh in vain. 
Thou too, the darling of our fond defires, 
iiom Albion, opening wide her arms, requires, 
ith manly valour and attradive air 
lalt quell the fierce, and captivate the fair^ 

vox. XXX. R 
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O England's younger hope ! in whom confpire 
The mother's fweetnefs, and the father's fire ! 
For thee perhaps^ ev'n ram^ of kingly lacc 
Some dawning beanty blooms in «very grac«> 
Some Carolina, to heaven's didlates true. 
Who, while the fkepttt'A rival* vaifily fw. 
Thy inborn worth With GoUfel^ttd ^yes ihall fee, . 
And flight th' Imperial diadem for thee. 

Pleas'd wkh the ptdfpea of fucetftvc rdgite> 
The tanefW tribe no indre in ^ting ftrairis 
Shall vindicate. With pibtts fcjkrs Qpprdt, 
Endanger'd rights, aftd libfefty diflfeft: 
To milder fcrnnds each Mufe fliall trnie the Ipt, 
And gratitude, and faith to kings infpircfi 
And filial love; bid imjnous difcbrd ^est{t. 
And footh the madding factions into peace; 
Or rife ambitioUB in more lofiy kys. 
And teach the nation thiAt new Monareh^s pinUi^, 
Defcribe his awful 1(^, and gp^ke m^M, 
And Caefar's power with Cato'i vllrttife jdA'd* 

Meanwhile, bright PrihCd*, who, with gtatthi eft* 
And native majefty, are form'd to pleafe, 
Eehold thofe Al-fs with a propitious eyd. 
That fuppliaiit to thdf great protcdb^s fly! 
Then fliall they triuttiph, and the Britifli flag* 
Improve her ftiahnetft, ^d rgfifte li^t rage> 
More noWe chara^tei-s expofe to view. 
And draw her fiiiifli'd hercwhes from Yott* 

Nor you the kittd indulgence mH refbfd,. 
SkilI'd in the \A<m% of the deathkfs Mbfe ; 
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The deathlefs Mufe> with undiminifh'd rzys. 
Through diftaat todies the lonrdf damt conveys : 
To GkfivMi Widks't karp was Ibnag; 
The Qj^utn itiB fluBea> becanfe the Foet ftmg. 
Ev'n all thofe grtcesi id joui frame combn'di 
The commott fate of mortal charms may find 
(Content our fhort-liv'd praifes to engage^ 
The yxf aad wonder of a fingle age)^ 
Unlefs fone Po€t« in a klBng long. 
To late pofterity thesr fame proloag, 
Inftrud our Ions the radiant form to prizes 
And fee Yow besaty with their fathers' eyes. 

VERSES 

TO THE 

AtfTHOR OF THE TRAGEDY OF CATO. 

XKTHiLE you the fierce divided Britons awe» 

And Cato with an equal virtue draw; 
While envy is itfelf in wonder loft. 
And fadkions fbive who (hall applaud you moH; 
Forgive the fond ambition of a friend. 
Who hopes himfelf, not you, to recommend: 
And joins th' applaufe which all the leam'd beftow 
On one, to whom a perfeft work they owe. 
To my * light fcenes I once infcrib'd your name. 
And impotently ftrove to borrow famej 
Soon wUl that die, which adds thy name to mine; 
Let me, then, live, join'd to a work of thine. 

RICHARD STEELE* 
. • TcDdtr Hv&md, dcdkauA \ii» ^i(« M^bSoiw^ 
R Z 



t^ . A D D I S O K*s P O £ M Sit 

jrpis nobly done thus to enrich the ftagc. 

And raife the thoughts of a degenerate age; 
To fhew how cndlefs joys from freedom fpringj 
How life in bondage is a worthlefs thing. 
The inborn greatnefs of your foul wc view^ 
You tread the paths frequented by the few; 
With fo much ftrength you write, and fo much eafc^ 
Virtue and fenfe I how durft you hope to pleafe? 
Yet crowds the fentiments of every line 
Impartial clapt, and own'd the work divine, 
£v'n the four critics, who malicious came. 
Eager to cenfure, and refolv^d to blame. 
Finding the hero regularly rife. 
Great while he lives, but greater when he dies. 
Sullen approved, too obftinate to melt. 
Arid ficken'd with the pleafures which they felt. 
Not fo the fair their paffions fecret kept. 
Silent they heard, but, as they heafd, they wept; 
When glorioufly the blooming Marcus dy*d. 
And Cato told the gods, Pm fatisffd. 

See ! how your lays the Britifh youth inflame ! 
They long to fhoot and ripen into fame ; 
Applauding theatres difturb their reft. 
And unborn Cato's heave in every breaft ; 
Their nightly dreams, their daily thoughts repeat, 
And pulfes high with fancy 'd glories beat. 
So, griev'd to view the Marathonian fpoils. 
The young Themiftocles vow'd equal toils; 
Did then his fchemes of future honours draw 
From the long trV\uft]p\vsvrt'^vOcL>Hv^x«»%\^ 
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How fhall I your unrival'd worth proclaim. 
Loft in^Uie fpreading circle of your fame ! 
We faw you the great William's praife rehearfe. 
And paint Britannia's joys in Roman verfe. 
We heard at diftance foft enchanting (bains. 
From blooming mountains, and Italian plains. 
Virgil began in Engliih drefs to (hine. 
His voice, his looks, his grandeur, ftill divine : 
From him too foon unfriendly you withdrew. 
But brought the tuneful Ovid to our view. 
Then the delightful theme of every tongue^ 
Th* immortal Marlborough, was your darling fong. 
From cUme to clime the mighty vidor flew. 
Prom clime to clime as fwiftly you purfue. 
Still with the hero's glow'd the poet's flame. 
Still with his conquefts you enlarg'd your fame. 
With boundlefs raptures here the Mufe could fwell. 
And on your Rofamond for ever dwell : 
There opening fweets and every fragrant flower 
Luxuriant fmile, a never-fading bower ! 
Next, human follies kindly to expofe. 
You change from numbers^ but not fink in profe : 
Whether in vifionary fcenes yoja play, 
Refine our tafles, or laugh our crimes away. 
Kow, by the bufldn'd Mufe you fliine confeft. 
The patriot kindles m the poet's breaft. 
Such energy of fenfe might pleafure raife. 
Though unembellilh'd with the charms of phrafe : 
Such charms of phrafe would mth fuccefs be crown'd. 
Though nonfenfe flow'd in the melodious fo^Mid* 
R 3 
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The chdkcft ^nrgm needs ao IMhes &»-» 

The leam'd tkemMwts not mminiAeA luur. 

The tSbutmt, m pleaAnes «is*d to noll^ 

And idly £p9n «mA an imiBOitsd Ml, 

Here cosKt, nd» by the vii iaoi n hea a b e u tan^t^ 

Tnrns p9le> ssd crenRMes st the dreMtitt ifaoovlit* 

Whene'er y<w traverfe raft Noflndia's pbdns. 
What ieggifh Brkon in his ifle Femains! 
When Jf^ fecks tfce tiger widi d^gfat. 
We beat the ducket^ and proroke the fight; 
By the deTcr^ytion warm'd, we fbnAy Iv^eat, 
And in the dulfing eaft wind pant widi heat. 
What eyes bdidd not, how die ftream refines. 
Till by degrees the floating nrirror fhines f 
While hurricanes in cirding eddies play. 
Tear up tiie fands, and fweep whole plains smy. 
We Ihrink with horror, and confefs oar fear. 
And all the fudden founding ruin hear. 
When royal robes, diftain'd with blood, deceive. 
And make poor Marcia beaotifuHy grieve; 
When ihe her fecret thoughts no more conceals. 
Forgets the woman, and her flame reveals; 
Well may the piinoe cxuh with noble pride. 
Not for his Libyan, crown, but Roman bride. 

But I in vain on iingle features dwell. 
Where all the parts of the fair piece excel. 
So rich the ftore, fo dubious is the feaft. 
We know not which to pafs, or which to talte. 
The fhining incidents fo julUy fall. 
We may the whole ticv* fcci^s^ qI xx^^w^ cafl* 



TO T«^ AUTHOR Of CATO^ ^f 

rhns jeweUemB fpdibwid our wnfideriog ^yt$9 
And wkh Tari^ i^f g^ias f»rpfize. 
Here fapphirw* .ker<» tk^ Sariw ftm^ is feei}« 
The topaz ydJ^v/, iod tl^ j^^ green. 
Thp «rfllf W18«#t &«pe> c^llf^«'(^y bn^k.t« 
From i mywB f Ofs fiir&^^e^ <]«rt$ O'lmUivg liglit: 
Thj^ ^iff^m oAran miflgk ia » Mue^ 
Silent we fbu)4> nnaUp wb^r^ Ip pniife^ 
In pleafure fweedy feft ten tlioia£iiid wfty«. 

Trinity CdH^, Caaabriige, L. E US D I If . 
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<TTTHEN ])««r geltf^r)M|s laJiOHr firft I vfcm'd. 

And Cato's h^ds in his (Oivfi bloQil iip^ed« 
That fcene of death fo terrible appears^ 
My foul could only thank you with her tears. 
Yet with fuch wondrous art your fkilful han4 
Does all die palfions of the foul command^ 
That ev'n my grief to praife and wonder tnm'd, 
Ai^ (Bavy'd the ffceu dfiztb whifh &fSt I ino^u^'d. 

Wksm pen, hat yours, could draw the 4pubtf^ ftrife 
Of honour ^uggUng with the love ^f U^? 
Describe the patiioit, ^^b^ately goQ4> 
As hovering o'er eternity he ftpod : 
The wide, th' unbounded ooegu lay before 
His piercing fight, and heaven the diftant fhore 
Secure of ejwfiefs blifs, with fearful eyes, 
iEie gra^s the da^gger^ a^d its point d^€es. 
And rufhes out of life to fnatch the glorlons ^mxA^ 
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How would old Rome rejoice> to hear yoa tdl 
How jaft her patriot liv'd^ how great he fell! 
Recount his wondrous probity and tmth» 
And form new Juba's in the Britiih youth. 
Their generous fouls> when he refigns his breadi» 
Are pleasM with ruin, and in love with death: 
And when her conquering fword Britannia drawsj 
Reiblves to periih, or defend her caufe* 
Now firft on Albion's theatre we fee 
A perfed image of what man ihould be; 
The glorious charader is now expreft. 
Of virtue dwelling in a human breaft: 
Drawn at full length by your immortal lines. 
In Cato's foul, as in her heaven (he fhines. 

All Souls College, Oxon, DIGBY COTES. 



LEFT WITH THE PRINTER BY 
AN UNKNOWN HAND*. 

■^ow we may fpeak, fince Cato fpeaks no more: 
*Tis praife at length, 'twas rapture all before; 
When crowded theatres with Jo's rung 
Sent to the fkies, from whence thy genius fprung; 
Ev'n civil rage a while in thine was loft. 
And faftions ftrove but to applaud thee moft; 

* Thefe vcrfes were by George Jeffreys, Efq. which Addifon 
never knew. See Seleft CoUeaion of Mifcellany Poems, vol. vi. 
p. 59 ; and fee Dr. Johnfon's encomium on them in the Life of 
Addifoa, N. 
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mjoyment pall our longing tafte> 
light was dearer than the laft. 
dd Rome> in a malignant hour 
r fome returning conqueror^ 
f trinmph to the dead difcharg'd, 
for treafnre^ and her bounds enlarged; 
!iis godHke figure mov'd along, 
iffions fir'd th' adoring throng ; 
1 fowl every eye> and ihouts from every 
gttc; 

>mpous lines has Cato far'd^ 
1 an ample, though a late reward : 
idor we in him revere ; 
inmph crowns his image here. 
ttder, as with pleafure, we furvey 
fcanty wrought into a play ; 
le on fuch foundations plac'd ; 
m's temple rear'd on Libya's wafte : 
lowing paint ! its eafy weight ! 
pordons ! and flupendous height ! 
the condu^ ! How divine the rage ! 
'orthy, on a Grecian ftage ! 
e (hall Cato's praife begin or end ; 
nelt, and yet untaught to bend, 
patriot, and the gentleft friend ? 
Iiis genius, when the traitor crowd 
ike the blow their fury vow'd ; 
[lis look, and liftening to his lore, 
his paflions, to rebel no more ! 
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When> laTilh of iiis bdlkg bloody to pisovv 
The cure of fLkvUk life, and flighted love. 
Brave Marcos nevr in early death appears^ 
While Cato cooats hi« wcnads, nifui not Us fensg 
Who^ cbeckiiig private grief, the puUic mMns, 
Comiiiaods the pity he fo greatly foorn» ; 
But when he ftrikei (to crown his geoefooi part) 
Thathoneil, fiaunch> impradtcable heart ; 
Ko tears, no (oHm, poriiie his pantiog breath; 
The dying Roman fhames the pomp of death. 
O facred freedom ! whkh the powers fa^ftow 
To feafon Ueifiogs, and t9 ibften woe ; 
Plant of our growth, and aim of all oar caies. 
The toil of ages, and the crown of wars : 
If, taught by thee, the poet's wk has flow'd 
In flrains as precious as iiis hero's blood ; 
Preferve thofe firains, an everiafisog charm 
To keep that blood mi tky remembrance wann : 
Be this thy guardian image ftiU fecure. 
In vam Chall for«:e innbde, or fraud albre ; 
Pur great Palladium ftall perform its part^ 
^ix'd and enfhrin'd m every Brttifh heart* 
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UPON MR. ADDISQN's CATO- 

T ON G had the Tragic Mufc forgot to weep, 

r By modem Openis quite lull'd aflccp : 
No matter what the Bnes, the voice was clear ^ 
Thus fenfe was facri€c'd to pleafe the ear. 
At laft, ♦ One Wit ftood up in our defence, 
Anddar'd (O impudence!) to publifli— fenfe. 
Soon then as next the jnft tragedian {pake. 
The ladies figh'd agam, the beaox awoke. 
Thofe heads that us'd moft indolent to move 
To uiig-iong> bafiad, and ionajta lore. 
Began thdr 1>mied fenfes to explore. 
And found they now had pa<ffions as before : 
The power of nature in their bofoms felt. 
In ijpite of prejudice compelled to mdt. 

When Cato 's firm, all hope of fuccour pafl. 
Holding his ftubbom virtue to the lafl, 
i TOW, with joy and confcious tranfport fir'd. 
The foul of Rome in one great man retir'd : 
In him, as if (he by confinement gain'd. 
Her powers and energy are higher ftrain'd 
Than when in crowds of fenators fhe reign'd ! 
Cato well fcom'd the life that Caefar gave. 
When fear and weaknefs only bid him fave : 

* The Spcftator. 
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But when a virtue like his own revives 
The hero's conftancy — ^with joy he lives. 

Obferve the jufbiefs of the poet's thoughts^ 
Whofe fmalleft excellence is want of £&ults : 
Without affeded pomp and noife he warms ; 
Without the gaudy drefs of beauty charms. 
Love, the old fubjed of the bufkin'd Mufe, 
Returns, but fuch as Roman virgins uie. 
A virtuous love, chaftis*d by pureft thought. 
Not from the fancy, but from nature wrought. 

Britons, with leffcn'd wonder, now behold 
Your former wits, and all your bards of old; 
Jonfon out-vy'd in his own way confefs ; 
And own that Shakefpeare's felf now pleafes leis. 
While Phoebus binds the laurel on his brow> 
Rife up, ye Mufes ; and, ye Poets, bow : 
Superior worth with admiration greet. 
And place him neareft to his Phoebus' feat. 
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O N C A T O: 

OCCASIONED BT 

DDISON*s TRAGEDY OF THAT NAME, 
BY MR. COPPING. 



andent Roihe by party-fadiions rent, 
ng fince the generous Cato did lament; 
F united with his country's caufe, 
r refus'd to live, 'midft dying laws, 
with returning liberty to come, 
ry theliero rifes from his tomb ; 
Britanma finds a fecond Rome, 
repeated rage, and civil fires, 
lappy patriot again expires ; 
o'er her fate, and to the gods retires. 






/IKt ADDISON, ON HIS CATO. 
(from Steele's collection.) 

ain refcued from th* Italian chain, 
the dear fong negleded for thy ftram ? 
n the Fair reclaim'd ? and dare they fit 
n Virtue, and be pleas'd with Wit ? 
lufe, but thine, could thus redeem our tafte, 
ow deluded, and with found dcbas'd f 
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Hard was the taik, and worthy of your rage, 
Yoa ttem the great Alddes of the age : 
How glorionfly yon rife in our defence I 
Your caofe i* Liberty ; your annomr, Senfe; 
The brood of tone/ill monRcTS yoo control. 
Which Ut the geoias^ a^d degrade die lad: 
Thofe foes to verfe you chace with manly arts/ 
And kindle Roman fires in Britiih hearts. 
Oh ! fix, as we& as raiie, that noble flame: 
Confirm your g^ory^ and prevent our ihame. 
The rooted Opera may retara again. 
Seduce our h&urts, and o'er our fpitts rrigft: 
£v'n Cato is a doobtfol match for alU 
And Right, oppreft with odds, agaia may M} 
Let our juft fears your iecoiid aid imfdore. 
Repeat the ftroke, this Hydra fpriags no ] 



VERSES SENT TO A LADY, WITH tVt 
TRAGEDY OF CATO. 

(from steelb's collbctioh.) 

T N yarn, O heavenly maid, do I pemfe 

Th' inffcmAive labours of the Tragic Male, 
If Cato's virtue cannot cure my foul. 
And all the jarring paffions there control 
In vain*— but ah ! wiiat arguments can prove 
Sufficient to tefift the force of Love ? 



VERSES TO A LADY. #55 

bom like Marcos in th' impetuous fire ; 
ike him I languifli with the fond deiire ; 
ike him I groan beneath th' uneaiy weighty 
nd ev'A, like hka defpairing, wiih my fitte* 
odd you with Luda's eyes behold my pain» 
"hen would yon fiiive to foften your difdain : 
Ij anxious griefs your tender breaft would move, 
Old raife coilipaffion> where they could not love. 
Qt lo bright Marda ! fee, relentlefs fatr^ 
1 Cato's daughter thy whole fdf appear. 
1 thee, dlas! her lovely virtues flibe, 
et dszttAs, her heavenly beauties, all are thine; 
nd whilft in moving numbers is difplay'd 
iba*s feft pafion for the glorious maid, 
hink you bdidd your lover profbate lie, 
tendered aocents think you hear me figh : 
hen, then be kind — and on my fufFerings fmile^ 
I generous Marcia pitied Juba's toil, 
bou, in whom all the Roman virtues dwell, 
et not the Roman mercy thine excel ; 
i»ce Love like that of Juba fills my breaft, 
St me at length with equal joys be bleft. 

•^^ The vcrfes of Dr. Young, Mr. Tickell, and Mr. 
0GRXS, on this tragedy, are among die poems of their re- 
■ftm aalhors. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS- 



MEN. 

Cato •--.-- Mr. Booth. 

Lacias> a Senator ... Mr. Keen. 

Sempronius, a Senator - . Mr. Mills. 

Jaba> Prince of Numidia . . Mr. Wilb. 

Sypliax, General of the Nomidians - Mr. Gibber. 

Portius } ^ ^ ^ . - Mr. Powd. 

Sons of Cato 



i 

MUTINEERS, GUARDS, &C. 



Marcas5 - - Mr. Ryan. 

Dedus, AmbafTador from Cxfar - Mr. Bowman^ 



WOMEN. 



Marcia, Daughter to Cato - - Mrs. OldfieH. 
Lucia, Daughter to Lucius . . Mrs. Porter. 

Scene, a large Hall in the Governor's Palace of Utica. 



•^* See the Prologue and Epilogue to Cato in the voloinfl 
which contain the Poems of Garth and Popi« 
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Act I. SCENE L 

FORTIUS, MARCUS. 
FORTIUS. 

THE dawn is oHfer-caft, the morning lowers. 
And heavily in clouds brings on the day. 
The great, th' important day; big with the fate 
Of Cato and of Rome. — Our father's death 
Would fill up all the guilt of civil war> 
And clok the feene of blood. Already Csefar 
Has ravaged more than half the globe, and fees 
Mankind grown thin by his deftrudlive fword : 
Should he go further, numbers would be wanting. 
To form new battles, and fupport his crimes. 
Ye gods, what havock does ambition make 
Among your works ! 

MARCUS. 

Thy fteady temper, Pordus^ 
Can lock on guilt, rebellion, fiaud, and Csefar, 
In the calm lights of mild philofophy ; 
I'm tortur'd, ev'n to madnefs, when I think 
On the proud viEtoT : every time he's nam^d 
Pharfalia rifes to my view— I fee 
TV infulting tyrant prancing o'er the field 

vox. XXX, 8 
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StrowM with Rome's citizens, and drench'd in floaghterj 
Kis horfc's hoofs wet with Patrician blood« 
Oh Ppttius> is there not fome chofen curfe. 
Some hidden thunder in the ftores of heaven^ 
Red with uncommon wrath, to blaft the man 
Who owes his greatnefs to his country's ruin? 

FORTIUS. 

Believe me, Marcus, 't is an impious greatnefsj 
And mixt with too much horror to be envy'd: 
How does the luftre of our father's adions. 
Through the dark cloud of ills that corer him, ' 
Break out, and bum with more triumphant bi^tne&! 
I£s fufferings fhine, and fpread a glory roimd \mi 
Greatly unfortunate, he fights the cac^ 
Of honour, virtue, liberty, and Rome. 
His fword ne'er fell but on the guilty head; 
Oppreffion, tyranny, and power ufurp'd. 
Draw all the vengeance of his arm upon them. 

MARCUS. 

Who knows not this ? But what can Cato do 
Againft ^ world, a bafe degenerate world. 
That courts the yoke, and bows the neck to Caefiff^ 
Pent up in Utica, he vainly forms 
A poor epitome of Roman greatnefs^ 
And, cover'd with Numidian guards, direfts 
A feeble army, and an empty fenate, 
Renmants of mighty battles fought in vain. 
By heavens, fuch virtues, jdn'd widi fodi fucccfi/ 
Diftraft my very foul : our father's fbrdme 
Would afano&ttm]e<^u%tc^icitfwsv<^ Ids preceptf» 
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yonTius. 

Remember wliat our father oft has told ns : 
rhe ways of heaven are dark and intricate; 
•uzzled in maxes, and perplex'd with errors, 
Dar underftanding traces them in vain. 
Loft and bewilder'd in the fruitlefs fearch; 
Nor fees with how much art the windings run^ 
Nor where the regular confufion ends. 
M Aacus. 

Thefe are fuggeftions of a mind at eafe: 
3h Pordttsi didft thou tafte but half the griefs 
rhat wring my foul, thou could'ft not talk thus coldlyj 
Paffion unpty'd and fuccefslefs love 
Plant daggers in my heart, and aggravate 
}Ay other griefs. Were but my Lucia kind ! -* 

FORTIUS. 

Thou fee*ft not that thy brother is thy rival: 
But I muft hide it, for I know thy temper. [JjUi» 

Now, Marcus, now, thy virtue 's on the proof: 
Put forth thy utmoil ftrength, work every nervo> 
And call up all thy father in thy foul : 
To quell the tyrant love, and guard thy heart 
On this weak fide, where moft our nature fails^ 
Would be a conquefk worthy Cato's fon. 

MARCUS. 

Pordus, the counfel which I cannot take, 
Inftead of healing, but upbraids my weakneft* 
Bid me for honour plunge into a war 
Of thickeft foes, and rufh on certain deaths 
Thctn flialt thpu fee that Marcus u ia\^^^ 
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To follow glory, and confefs his father. 
Love is not to be reafon'd down, or lofl: 
In high ambition, and a thirft of greatnefs; 
'Tis fecond life, it grows into the foul. 
Warms every vein, and beats in every pnlfe. 
I feel it here : my refolution melts-— 

FORTIUS. 

Behold young Juba, the Numidian Prince! 
tVith how much care he forms himfelf to glory. 
And breaks the fiercenefs of his native temper 
To copy out our father's bright example. 
He loves our filler Marcia, greatly loves her; 
His eyes, his looks, his adlions, all betray it: 
But itiU the fmother'd fondnefs bums within him* 
When mod it fwells and labours for a vent. 
The fenfe of honour and defire of fame 
Drive the big paffion back into his heart. 
What! fhall an African, fliall Juba's heir, 
Keproach great Cato's fon, and ihow the world 
A virtue wanting in a Roman foul i 

MARCUS. 

Portius, no more ! your words leave ftings behind thes* 
When-e'er did Juba, or did Fortius^ ihow 
A virtue that has caft me at a diflance. 
And thrown me out in the purfuits of honour? 

PORTIUS. 

Marcus, I know thy generous temper well; 
Fling but th' appearance of diihonour on it. 
It (bait takes fire, and mounts into a blaze. 

A brother'! foScnx^s^ <toBL^\K«4aKe^ Y^- 
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FORTIUS. 

m knows I pity thee : behold my eyes 
ulft I fpeak^— Do they not fwim in tears f 
It my he^ as naked to thy view, 
would fee it Ueed in his behalf. 

MARCUS. 

then doft treat me with rebukes, inftead 
condoling cares and fiiendly forrow? 

FORTIUS. 

ircns, did I know the way to eafe 
aUed heart, and mitigate thy pains, 
, believe me, I could die to do it* 

MARCUS. 

beft of brothers, and thou beft of friends i 
a weak diftemper'd foul, Uiat fwells 
dden gafts, and finks as foon in calms, 
rt of paffions— But Sempronius comes: 
not find this foftnefs hanging on me. [Exit* 

SCENE IL 

SEMPRONIUS. 

>iracies no fopner fhould be formed 
:ecuted. What means Fortius here? 
vt that cold youth. I muft difTemble, 
ak a language foreign to my heart. 

SEMPRONIUS, FORTIUS* 
SEMPRONIUS. 

. morrow, PorUus ! let us once embrace, 
ore embrace J whilft yet we both are free* 

S3 
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To-morrow (hodd we thus exprefs our friendflup^ 
Bach might receive a (lave into his arms. 
This fun perhaps, this morning fan, *t the Uft 
That e'er ihaU rife on Roman liberty. 

FORTIVS. 

MjT ^ther has this morning callM together 
To this pocn* hall his little Roman Senate 
(The leavings of Fharfalia), to confolt 
If yet he can oppofe the mighty torrent 
That bears down Rome, and all her gods, befoyt i^ 
Or muft at length give np the world to Caefiur. 

SKMFaONIUS. 

Not all the pomp and majcfty of Rome 
Can raife her Senate more than Cato's prefence, 
Uis virtues render our aflembly awful. 
They fbrike with ibmething like religious fear. 
And make ev'n Caefar tremble at the head 
Of armies fluih'd with conqueft: O my Portias, 
Could I but call that wondrous man my father. 
Would but thy fiftcr Marda be propitious 
To thy friend's vows; I might be bkfs'd indeed 1 

FORTIUS. 

Alas ! Scmpronius, would'ft thou talk of love 
To Marcia, whUd her father's life's in danger? 
Thou might'ft as well court the pale trembling Vefbl> 
When fhe beholds the holy flame expiring. 

SEMPRONIUS. 

The more I fee the wonders of thy race. 
The more I 'm cbarm'd. Thou muft take heed, my 
Poruusl 
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The world has all its eyes on Cato's foiu 
Thy father's merit fets thee up td view. 
And ihews thee in the faireft point of light. 
To make thy virtues or thy faults conipicuoos. 

PQRTIUS. 

Well doft thou feem to check my lingering here 
On this important hour— I'll ftrait away; 
And while the Withers of the Senate meet 
In clofe debate, to weigh th' events of war, 
Pll animate the foldiers' drooping courage, 
^th love of freedom, and contempt of life. 
I '11 thunder in their ears their country's caufe. 
And try to rouze up all that 's Roman in them. 
'Tis not in mortals to command fuccefs. 
But we 'H do more, Sempronius ; we '11 deferve it. 

SEMFRONIUS. 

Curfe on the ftripling ! How he apes his fire I 
Ambitioufly fentendous ! — But I wonder 
Old Syphax comes not ; hu Numidian gemus 
Is well difpos'd to mifchief, were he prompt 
And eager on it; but he muft be fpurr'd. 
And every moment quicken'd to the courfe. 
Cato has us'd me ill: he has refus'd 
His daughter Marcia to my ardent vows. 
Befides, his baffled arms and ruin'd caufe 
Are bars to my ambition. Caefar's favour. 
That fhowers down greatnefs on his friends, wiU rdfe me 
To Rome's firft honours. If I give up Cato, 
I claim in my reward his captive daughter* 
But Syphax comes !-« 
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SCENE III. 

8TFHAX> SEMPRONIUS* 
SYPHAX. 

— >Sempronius, all is ready* 
I Ve founded my Numidians, man by man^ 
And find them ripe for a revolt : they all 
Complam aloud of Cato's difcipline. 
And wait but the command to change their matter. 

8EMPR0NIUS. 

Believe me, Syphax, there's no time to wafte; 
Ev'n whilft we fpeak> our conqueror comes on. 
And gathers ground upon us every moment. 
Alas ! thou know'ft not Caefar's adlive foi4^ 
"With, what a dreadful courfe he ruflies on 
From war to war : in vain has nature form'd 
Mountains and oceans to oppofe his paffage; 
He bounds o'er all, vidtorious in his march; 
The Alps and Pyreneans fink before him; 
Through winds, and waves, and ftorms, he works m 

way. 
Impatient for the battle : one day more 
Will fet the vidlor thundering at our gates. 
But tell me, haft thou yet drawn-o'er young Juba? 
That ftill would recommend thee more to Caefar, 
And challenge better terms— 

SYPHAX. 

— Alas! he's loft. 
He's loft, Sempronius; all his thoughts are fuU 
Of Cato's virtues— "BuX I'U xi^ cyw:^ m^te 
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?or every inftant I cxpeft him here) 
- yet I can fabdue thofe flubbom principles 
f fiith> of honour, and I know not what> 
hat have corrupted his Numidian temper, 
od ftruck th' infedtion into all his foul. 

SEMPRONIUS. 

Be ftre to prcCs upon him every motive, 
ba's furrender, flnce his father's death, 
buld give up Afric into Caefar's hands, 
id make Um lord of half the burning Zone. 

SYPHAX. 

But is it true, Sempronius, that your Senate 
call'd together ? Gods ! thou muft be cautious ! 
ito has piercing eyes, and will difcern 
jr frauds, unlefe they 're cover'd thick with art, 

SBMPRONIVS. 

Let me alone, good Syphax, I '11 conceal 

y thoughts in paffion ('tis the fureft way) ; 

U bellow out for Rome and for my country, 

id mouth at Cacfar till I ihake the Senate. 

3ur cold hypocrify 's a ilale device, 

worn-out trick : wouldft thou be thought in eameft, 

othe thy feign'd zeal in rage, in fire, in fiiry ! 

SYPHAX. 

In troth, thou 'rt able to inftruft grey-hairs, 
ad teach the wily African deceit ! 

SEMPRONIUS. 

Once more, be fure to try thy fkill on Juba ; 
!ean-while I '11 haften to my Roman foldiers* 
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Inflame the mudny, and onderhand 
Blow up their difcontenti* till they break out 
Unlook'd for, and difcharge themfelves on C«t9« 
Remember, Syphax, we mull work in hafle : 

think what anxious moments pafs between 
The birth of plots, and their lafl fatal periods* 
Oh ! 't is a dreadful interval of dme, 

Fill'd up with horror all, and big with death ! 
Deibrudion hangs on every word we fpeak» 
On every thought, till the concluding ftroke 
fDetermines all, and dofes our deiign. [Exit, 

SYPHAX. 

1*11 try if yet I can reduce to reafon 
This head-fbong youth, and make him ipum at CatO» 
The time is ihort, Caefar comes rufhing on us^ 
But hold ! young Juba {tes me, and approaches. 

SCENE IV. 

JUBA, SYPHAX* 
JUBA* 

Syphax, I joy to meet thee thus alone. 

1 have obferv'd of late thy looks are ^en, 
O'ercaft with gloomy cares, and difcdntent ; 
Then tell me, Syphax, I conjure thee, tell mc. 
What are the thoughts that knit thy brow in frowns* 
And turn thine eye thus coldly on thy Prince? 

SYPHAX. 

*Tis not my talent to conceal my thoughts. 
Nor carry {miles and fun-fhine m my face* 
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When difcontent fits heavy at my heart. 
I have not yet fo much the Roman in me. 

JUBA. 

Why doft thou caft out fuch ungenerous terms 
Againil the lords and ibvereigns of the world ? 
Doft thou not fee mankind fall down before them> 
And own the force of their faperior virtue ? 
Is there a nation in the wilds of Afric> 
AmidA our barren rocks and burning fands. 
That does not tremble at the Roman name ? 
sypHAX. 

Gods ! where *s the worth that fets this people up 
Above your own Numidia's tawny fons ? 
Do they vnxh tougher finews bend the bow ? 
Or flies the javelin fwifter to its mark. 
Launched from the vigour of a Roman arm ? 
tVho like our adive African inftrufts 
The fiery fieed, and trains him to his hand ? 
Or guides in troops th* embattled elephant, 
Loaden with war ? Thcfc, thefe are arts, my Prince, 
In which your Zama does not floop to Rome. 

JUBA. 

Thefe all are virtues of a meaner rank, 
Perfedions that arc plac'd in bones and nerves. 
A Roman foul is bent on higher views : 
To civilize the rude unpolifh'd world. 
And lay it under the reftraint of laws ; 
To make man mild and fociable to man ; 
To cultivate the wild licentious favage 
With wifdom, difcipline^ and liberal arts; 
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Th' embellifhmentd of fife : virtues like thefe 
Make human nature fhine> reform the foul^ 
And break our fierce barbarians into men* 

8YPHAX. 

Pati^ence, kind heavens !— Excufe an old ma&'s 
warmth. 
What are thefe wondrous civilizing arts. 
This Roman polifh> and this fmooth behavioor. 
That render man thus tradbble and tame ? 
Are they not only to difguife our paffions. 
To fet our looks at variance with our thoughts. 
To check the ftarts and fallies of the foul. 
And break off all its commerce with the tongue; 
In fhort, to change us into other creatures 
Than what our nature and the gods deiign'd us ? 

JUBA. 

To ftrike thee dumb : turn up thine eyes to Cato! 
There may'ft thou fee to what a godlike height 
The Roman virtues lift up mortal man. 
While good, and juft, and anxious for his friends. 
He's ftill feverely bent againft himfelf ; 
Renouncing fleep, and refl, and food, and eafe. 
He drives with thiril and hunger, toil and heat; 
And when his fortune fets before him all 
The pomps and pleafores that his foul can wiih. 
His rigid virtue will accept of none. 

SYPHAX. 

Believe me, Prmce, there 's not an African 
That traverfes our vaft Numidian deferts 
In queft of prey, and lives upon his bow, 
JBut better praftife^ xJ[itfe\>o^^^^NM\.N3^v 
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Coarfe are his meals, the fortune of the chafe, 
Amidft the mniiing ftream he flakes his thirft, 
TdSs all the day, and at the approach of night 
On the firft friendly bank he throws him down. 
Or refts his head upon a rock till mom : 
Then rifes frefli, purfues hb wonted game. 
And if the following day. he chance to find 
A new repaft, or an untafted fpring, 
BlelTe^ his ftars, and thinks it luxury. 

JUBA. 

Thy prejudices, Syphax, won't diicem 
What virtues grow from ignorance and choice. 
Nor how the hero differs from the brute. 
But grant that others could with equal glory 
Look down on pleafures and the baits of fenfe. 
Where fliall we find the man that bears afflidHon, 
Great and majefUc in hb griefs, like Cato ? 
Heavens, with what ftrength, what fteadincfs of mind. 
He triumphs in the midft of all his fufferings I 
How does he rife againil a load of woes. 
And thank the gods that throw the weight upon him ! 

SYPHAX. 

*T is pride, rank pride, and haughtincfs of foul : 
I think tdhe Romans call it Stoicifm. 
Had not your royal ^ther thought fo highly 
Of Roman virtue, and of Cato's caufe. 
He had not fall'n by a flave's hand inglorious : 
Nor would his flaughter'd army now have lain 
On Afnc's fands, disfigur'd with their wounds. 
To gorge the wolves and vultures of Numidia^ 
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JUBA. 

Why do'ft thou call my forrows op afreih ? 
My father's name brings tears into my eyes. 

SYPHAX. 

Oh> that you'd profit by your father's ills I 

JUBA. 

What wooldft thou have me do i 

SYPHAX. 

Abandon Cato^ 

JUBA. 

SyphaXf I fhould be more than twice an orphan 
By fttch a lofs. 

SYPHAX. 

Ay, there 's the tie that binds yoa! 
You long to call him father. Marda's charms 
Work in your heart unfeen, and plead for Cato< 
Ko wonder you are deaf to all I fay, 

JUBA. 

Syphax, your zeal becomes importunate ; 
I 've hitherto permitted it to rave^ 
And talk at large; but learn to keep it in. 
Left it fhould take more freedom than I '11 give iti 

SYPHAX. 

Sir, your great father never us'd me thus. 
Alas, he's dead I but can you e'er forget 
The tender forrows, and the pangs of nature. 
The fond embraces, and repeated bleffings. 
Which you drew from him in your laft farewell? 
Still muft I cheriih the dear (ad remembrance^ 
At once to tortuta 9Aii XQ ^lct& my foul. 
4 
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Dod old king, at pardng, wrung my hand, 
fC8 brim-fbll of tears) then iighing cry'd> 
ee be careful of my fon !— his grief 
L up fi> high he could not utter more. 

JUBA. 

), thy flory melts away my foul. 
>eft of fathers ! how fhall I difcharge 
ratitnde and duty which I owe him ! 

SYPHAX. 

aying up Us courJels in your heart. 

JUBA. 

connTels bade me yield to thy diredions : 
Syphax, chide me in fevereft terms, 
ill thy paffion, and I '11 fhmd its (hock, 
and unruffled as a fummer-fea, 
not a breath of wind flies o'er its furface* 

SYPHAX. 

I, my prince, I 'd guide you to your fafety. 

JUBA. 

I believe thon wouldft ; but tell me how? 

SYPHAX. 

from the fate that follows Csiar's foes. 

JUBA. 

fadier fcom'd to do 't. 

SYPHAX. 

And therefore dy'd* 

JUBA. 

t« to die ten thouiand thodand deaths^ 
wound my honour'* 
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fiTPHAX. 

Rather fiiy your bve. 

JVBA. 

Sypliax> I Ve promised to preferve my temper. 
Why wilt thoa arge me to confefs a flame, 
I long have flifled, and would fain conceal ? 

SYPHAX. 

Believe me. Prince, 'tis hard to conquer hftt 
But eafy to divert and break its force : 
Abfence might cure it, or a fecond miflreis 
Light up another flame, and put out this. 
The glowmg dames of Zama's royal co&rt 
Have faces fluflit with more exalted charms. 
The fun, that rolls his chariot o'er their heads. 
Works up more Are and colour in their cheeb: 
Were you with thefe, my Prince, you 'd foon fcrpt 
The pale unripen'd beauties of the North. 

JUBA. 

*T is not a fet of features, or complexion. 
The tin&ure of a ikin, that I admire. 
Beauty foon grows familiar to the lover. 
Fades in his eye, and palls upon the fenie. 
The virtuous Marcia towers above her fex : 
True, flie is fair, (oh, how divinely fair!) 
But (till the lovely maid improves her charms 
With inward greatnefs, unafledked wifdom. 
And fandity of manners. Cato's foul 
Shines out in every thing flie a£b or fpeaks. 
While winning mildnefs and attractive (miles 
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tH in her looks^ and with becoming grace 
en the rigoiir of her father's virtues. 

SYPHAX. 

xwv' docs your tongue grow wanton in her praife! 
on my knees I beg you would confider*— 

Eftftr MARciA and lucia. 

JUBA. 

ah ! Syphax, is *t not (he ! — She moves this way : 
with her Luda> Lucius's fair daughter, 
heart beats thick— I pr'y thee, Syphax, leave me. 

8YPHAX. 

'en thoniand curfes fallen on them both ! 

r will this wonian with a (ingle glance 

o, what I We been labouring all this while. [Exit. 

JUBA, MARCIA, LUCIA. 
JUBA. 

ail charming mdd, how does thy beauty finooth 
^ce of war, and make ev'n horror iinile ! 

ight of thee my heart fhakes off its forrows; 

I a dawn of joy break in upon me, 
for a while forget th' approach of Caefar. 

MARCIA. 

(hould be griev'd, young prince, to think my pre- 

fence 
ent your thoughts, and flacken'd them to arms, 
le, warm with daughter, our vidorious foe 
eatens aloud, and calls you to vhe field* 

7L» XXX. T 
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JVBA. 

O Marcia, let me hope thy kind concerns 
And gentle wiihes follow me to battle ! 
The thought will give new vigour to my arm> 
Add ftrength and weight to my defcendmg fword, 
And drive it in a tempeft on the foe. 

MARCIA. 

My prayers and wiihes always fhall attend 
The friends of Rome, the glorious caufe of virtoe« 
And men approvM of by the gods and Cato. 

JUBA. 

That Juba may deferve thy pious cares, 
1*11 gaze for ever on thy godlike father, 
Traniplanting, one by one, into my life 
His bright perfections, till I fhine like him. 

MARCIA. 

My father never at a time like this 
Wbuld lay out his great foul in words, and waftc 
Such precious moments. 

JUBA. 

Thy reproofs are juf!. 
Thou virtuous maid; 1*11 haften to my troops. 
And fire their languid fouls with Cato's virtue; 
If e'er I lead them to the field, when all 
The war fhall fland rang'd in its jaft array. 
And dreadful pomp : then will I think on thee ! 
O lovely maid, then will I think on thee ! 
And, in the fhock of charging hofb, remember 
What glorious deeds lhou*d grace the man, who hopa 
For Marcia's love. [Ex^* 
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LUCIA. 

Marda, you're too fevere: 
iow could you chide the young good-naturM prince, 
\ad drive him from you with fo ftem an air, 
\ prince that loves and dotes on you to death? 

MARCIA. 

*Tis therefore, Lucia, that 1 chide him from me* 
Elis air, his voice, his looks, and honeft foul. 
Speak all fo movingly in his behalf, 
I dare not truft myfelf to hear him talk. 

LUCIA. 

Why will you fight againft fo fweet a paffion. 
And fteel your heart to fuch a world of charms ? 

MARCIA. 

How, Lucia ! would'll thou have me iink away 
In pleafing dreams, and lofe myfelf in love. 
When every moment Cato's life's at (lake? 
Caefar comes arm'd with terror and revenge. 
And aims his thunder at my father's head : 
Should not the fad occaiion fwallow up 
My other cares, and draw them all into it ? 

LUCIA. 

Why have not I this conftancy of mind. 
Who have fo many griefs to try its force? 
Sore, nature form'd me of her fofteft mould. 
Enfeebled all my foul with tender pailions. 
And funk me ev'n below my own weak fex : 
Pity and love, by turns, opprefs my heart. 

T 2 
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MARCIA. 

Lucia» diiburthen all thy cares on me« 
And let me (hare thy moft retir'd diftrcfs; 
Tell me who raifes up this conflid in thee. 

LUCIA. 

I need not blufh to name them, when I tell thee 
They 're Marcia's brothers, and the fons of Cato. 

MARCIA. 

They both behold thee with their filler's tyes; 
And often have'reveal'd their paffion to me. 
But tell me, whofe addrefs thou favour'ft moft? 
I long to know, and yet I dread to hear it. 

LUCIA. 

Which is it Marcia wiihes for? 

MARCIA. 

For neither— 
And yet for both— The youths have equal fhare 
In Marcia's wifhes, and divide their fitter : 
But tell me which of them is Lucia's choice ? 

LUCIA. 

Marcia, they both are high in my efteem. 
But in my love— Why wilt thou make me name him? 
Thou know'ft, it is a blind and foolifh paffion. 
Pleas 'd and difgufled with it knows not what. 

MARCIA. 

O Lucia, I'm perplex'd: O tell me which 
I muft hereafter call my happy brother ? 

LUCIA. 

Suppofe 'twere Fortius, could you blame my choice? 
O Fortius, thou liaft ftol'tv ^way my foul ! 
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I what a graceful tendernefs he loves ! 
breathes the fofteft, the fincereft vows ! 
placency» and truth, and manly fweetnefs, 

II ever on his tongue, and fmooth his thoughts. 
:us is over-warm, his fond complaints 

e fo much eamefbefs and paifion in them« 
ir him with a fecret kind of dread, 
tremble at his vehemence of temper. 

MARCIA. 

!as, poor youth ! how can'fl thou throw him from 

thee? 
a, thou know'ft not half the love he bears thee; 
:ne'er he ipealcs of thee, his heart 's in flames, 
ends out all his foul in every word, 
thinks, and talks, and looks like one traniported. 
appy youth ! how will thy coldnefs raife 
pe&s and ftorms in his afflidled bofom ! 
;ad the confequence — 

LUCIA. 

You feem to plead 
jift your brother Fortius—- 

MARCIA. 

Heaven forbid! 
Fortius been the unfuccefsful lover, 
fame companion would have fall'n on him. 

LUCIA. 

'as ever virgin love diflreft like mine ! 
ius himfelf oft falls in tears before me, 
f he moum'd his rival's ill fuccefs, 
Q bids me hide the motions of lay Yit^xt* 
T 3 
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Nor fhow which way it turns. So much he fcari 
The fad effedb that it would have on Marcus. 

MARCIA. 

He knows too well how eafily he's fir'd. 
And would not plunge his brother in defpair. 
But waits for happier times, and kinder moments. 

LUCIA. 

Alas ! too late I find myfelf involvM 
In endlefs griefs and labyrinths of woe. 
Bom to affli£i my Maraa's family. 
And fow diiTenfion in the hearts of brothers. 
T'ormenting thought ! it cuts into my foul. 

MARCIA. 

Let us not, Lucia, aggravate our forrows. 
But to the gods permit th' event of things. 
Our lives, difcolour'd with our prefent woes. 
May ftill grow bright, and fmile with happier hours. 

So the pure limpid ftream, when foul with ftains 
Of rufhing torrents, and defcending rains. 
Works itfelf clear, and, as it runs, refines ; 
Till, by degrees the floating mirror ftiines, 
Refleds each flower that on the border grows. 
And a new heaven in its fair bofom ftiows. [Exeunt' 
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A C T II. S C E N E I, 

Tht SENATE. 
SBMPRONIUS. 

Ti OME fUll furvives in this affembled fenate! 
Let us remember we are Cato's friends. 
And ad like men who clsdm that glorious dde. 

LUCIUS. 

Cato will foon be here, and open to us 
Th* occaiion of our meeting. Hark ! he comes ! 

[A found of trumpets. 
'hUz.y all the guardian gods of Rome direct Um ! 

Enter cato. 

CATO. 

Fathers, we once again are met in council. 
Caefar's approach has fummon'd us together. 
And Rome attends her fate from our refolves : 
How (hall we treat this bold aipiring man? 
Succefs flill follows him, and backs his crimes : 
Pharfalia gave him Rome ; Egypt has fince 
Received his yoke, and the whole Nile is Caefar's. 
Why fliould I mention Juba's overthrow. 
And Scipio*s death ? Numidia's burning fands 
Still fmoak with blood. 'Tis time we Ihould decree 
What courfe to take. Our foe advances on us. 
And envies us ev*n Libya's fultry defarts. 
Fathers, pronounce your thoughts, wct!^«^ ^Jl^ci^. 
T 4 
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Tirbotfikoat, aad £gkt it to die laft ? 

€)t arc iraar kearts fobdned at length, and wrought 

Hr tzme a&I S i^Kce6 to a fnbmiffion ? 

5EMPROK1US. 

Mj Toice is ftiH for wzr. 
Gc«b> CB a Rooan fenate long debate 
Wlttdt of the tvo to chdc, ilavery or death ! 
No> lec tts rite ai once, gird on our fwords, 
A!»i> ac d^ hffid of oar remaining troops, 
Atcack die tbe> break diroogh the thick array 
Ct his dcxong'd legions, and charge home upon him; 
F^rhap$ tome ann» more Inclnr than the reft. 
May reach his heart, and firee the world from bondage. 
Ki:e> ^dters, rtle; ''tis Rome demands your help; 
Kile^ and revettg« her ilaaghter'd citizens. 
Or (hare their fite : the corps of half her fenate 
Manure the ttelds of Theflaly, while we 
Sit here, deliberating in cold debates^ 
If we ihocld iacrince oar lives to honoor. 
Or wear them oat in (ervitude and chains. 
Roiile up tor fhame ! oar brothers of Pharfalia 
Point at their woonds, and cry aload — to batde ! 
Great Pompey's ihade complains that we are flow, 
Aod Sdjao^s ghoft walks unrereng'd amongft us. 

CATO. 

Let not a torrent of impetuous zeal 
Tranfport thee thus beyond the bounds of reafon: 
True fortitude is feen in great exploits. 
That jttfiice warxanU) and that wifdom guides; 
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All elfe is towering phrenfy and difbadtion. 
Are not the lives of thofe, who draw the fword 
In Rome's defence, entrufted to our care ? 
Should wd thus lead them to a field of ilaughter. 
Might not th' impartial world with reafon fayi 
We lavifh'd at our deaths the blood of thoufands. 
To grace our fall, and make our ruin glorious ? 
Lucius, we next would know what's your ppinion. 

LUCIUS. 

My thoughts, I muft confefs, are tum'd on peace. 
JUready have our quarrels fill'd the world 
With widows and with orphans : Scythia mourns 
Our guilty wars, and earth's remoteft regions 
Lie half unpeopled by tlie feuds of Rome : 
'Tis time to iheath the fword, and fpare mankind. 
It is not Caefar, but the gods, my fathers. 
The gods declare againjft us, and repel 
Our vain attempts. To urge the foe to battle, 
(Prompted by blind revenge and wild defpair) 
Were to refufe th' awards of providence, 
And not to reft in heaven's determination. 
Already have we fhown our love to Rome : 
Now let us ihow fubmiflion to the gods. 
We took up arms, not to revenge ourfelves. 
But free the commonwealth ; when this end fails. 
Arms have no further ufe ; our country's caufe, 
That drew our fwords, now wrefts them from our hands. 
And bids us not delight in Roman blood, 
Ijnprofitably Ihed ; what men could do 
Is done already : heaven and earth will witnefs, 
t£ Rome muft fall, that we are ixvaocttiX% 
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SBMPRONIUS. 

Tins fmooth difcourfe and mild beha'dour oft 
Conceal a traitor — Something whifpers me 
All is not right ^ Cato^ beware of Lucius. [JfidetoCdJto^ 

CATO. 

Let us appear not rafh nor diffident : 
Immoderate valour fwells into a faulty 
And fear, admitted into public councils. 
Betrays like treafon. Let us fhun them both. 
Fathers, I cannot fee that our affairs 
Are grown thus defperate. We have bulwarks round us; 
Within our walls are troops inur'd to toil 
In Afric's heats, and feafon'd to the fun ; 
Numidia's ipacious kingdom lies behind us. 
Ready to rife at its young prince's call. 
Whilft there is hope, do not diftruft the gods ; 
But wait at leaft till Caefar's near approach 
Force us to yield. *Twill never be too late 
To fue for chains, and own a conqueror. 
Why fhould Rome fall a moment ere her time ? 
No, let us draw her term of freedom out 
jn it$ full length, and fpin. it to the laft. 
So fhall we gain fBll one day's liberty ; 
And let me perifh, but in Cato's judgment, 
A day, an hour of virtuous liberty. 
Is worth a whole eternity in bondage. 

Enter marcus. 

MARCUS. 

Fathers* diis moment as I watched the gates, 
Lodg'd on my poft> aYvei^XiiHs wvV^ 



C A T p. 2^3 

From Csfar's camp, and with him comes old DecittS» 
The Roman knight ; he carries in his looks 
Impatience, and demands to fpeak with Cato. 

CATO. 

By your pernuffion, fathers, bid him enter. 

[Exit Marcus. 
Decius was once my friend ; but other profpedts 
Have loos'd thofe ties, and bound him faft to CasTar. 
His meflage may determine our refolves. 

Enter decius. 

DECIUS. 

Caefar fends health to Cato— 

CATO. 

Could he fend it 
To Cato's flaughterM friends, it would be welcome. 
Are not your orders to addrefs the fenate ? 

DECIUS. 

My bufinefs is with Cato : Caefar fees 
The fb-eights to which you're driven ; and, as he knowl 
Cato's high worth, is anxious for his life. 

CATO. 

My Hfe is grafted on the fate of Rome : 
Would he fave Cato ? bid him fpare his country. 
Tell your didator this ; and tell him Cato 
Difdains a life, which he has power to offer. 

DECIUS. 

Rome and her fenators fubmit to Caefar ; 
Her generals and her confuls are no more. 
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Who check'd his conquefts, and deny'd his triompbs. 
Why will not Cato be this Csefar's friend? 

CATO. 

Thofe very reafons, thou haft urg'd, forbid it, 

DECIUS. 

Cato, I 've orders to expoftulate. 
And reafon with you as from friend to friend : 
Think on the ftorm that gathers o'er your head. 
And threatens every hour to burft upon it ; 
Still may you ftand high in your country's honours. 
Do but comply, and make your peace with Cacfar. 
Rome will rejoice, and caft its eyes on Cato, 
As on the fecond of mankind. 

CATO, 

No more ! 
I muft not think of life on fuch conditions. 

DECIUS. 

Cacfar is well acquamted with your virtues. 
And therefore fets this value on your life : 
Let him but know the price of Cato's friendlhip, 
And name your terms. 

CATO. 

Bid him difband his legioii9> 
Reftore the commonwealth to liberty. 
Submit his adlions to the" public cenfure. 
And ftand the judgment of a Roman fenate* 
Bid him do this, and Cato is his friend. 

DECIUS. 

Cato, the world talks loudly of your wifdom— 
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CATO. 

Nay more, though Cato's voice was ne*er employed 
To clear the guilty, and to varniih crimes, 
Myfelf will mount the Rofhtim in his favour. 
And Ihive to gdn his pardon from the people. 

DECIUS. 

A ilile like this becomes a conqueror. 

CATO. 

Decius, a fHle like tMs becomes a Roman, 

DECIUS. 

What is a Roman, that is Caefar's foe ? 

CATO. 

Greater than Caefar, he*s a friend to virtue, 

DECIUS. 

Confider, Cato, you 're in Utica ; 
And at the head of your own little fenate ; 
You don't now thunder in the capitol. 
With all the mouths of Rome to fecond you. 

CATO. 

Let him confider that who drives us hither : 
*Tis Caefar's fword has made Rome's fenate little. 
And thinn'd its ranks. Alas ! thy dazzled eye 
Beholds this man in a falfe glaring light. 
Which conquefl and fuccefs have thrown upon him ; 
Didft thou but view him right, thou Mft fee him black 
With murder, treafon, facrilege, and crimes. 
That ftrike my foul with horror but to name them. 
I know thou look'ft on me, as on a wretch 
Befet with ills, and cover'd with misfortunes \ 
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But, by the gods I fwear, millions of worlds 
Should never buy me to be like that Caefar. 

DECIUS. 

Does Cato fend this anfwer back to C^ar, 
For all his generous cares, and proffer'd friendihip? 

CATO. 

His cares for me are infolent and vain : 
Prefumptuous man! the gods take care of Cato. 
Would Caefar (how the greatnefs of his foul. 
Bid him employ his care for thefe my friends, 
And make good ufe of his ill-gotten power 
By flieltering inen much better than himfelf* 

DECIUS, 

Your high unconquer'd heart makes you forget 
That you 're a man. You rufli on your deftruftion. 
But I have done. When I relate hereafter 
The tale of this unhappy embafly. 
All Rome will be in tears. [Exit- 

8EMPR0NIUS. 

Cato, we thank thee. 
The mighty genius of immortal Rome 
Speaks in thy voice, thy foul breathes liberty: 
Cxfar will ihrink to hear the words thou utter'ft. 
And ihudder in the midfl of all his conquefb. 

LUCIUS, 

The fenate owns its gratitude to Cato, 
Who with fo great a foul confults its fafety. 
And guards our lives while he negleds his own. 

SEMPRONIUS. 

Sempronius gives uo thanks on this account. 
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Lucius feems fond of life ; but what is life ? 
'Tis not to ftalk about^ and draw freih air 
From time to time^ or gaze upon the fun ; 
'Tis to be free. When liberty is gone» 
Life grows iniipid^ and has loft its relifh. 
O could my dying hand but lodge a fword 
In Caefar's bofom^ and revenge my country^ 
By heavens I could enjoy the pangs of death. 
And fmile in agony. 

LUCIUS. 

Others perhaps 
May ferve their country with as warm a zeal* 
Though 'tis not kindled into fo much rage. 

SEMPRONIUSr 

This fober condudi is a mighty virtue 
In luke-warm patriots. 

CATO. 

Come ! no more* Sempronius : 
M\ here are friends to Rome, and to each odier% 
Let us not weaken ftill the weaker fide> 
By our divifions. 

SEMPRONIUS. 

Cato, my refentmenta 
Are facnfic'd to Rome— I ibmd reprov'd* 

CATO. 

Fathers, 'tis time you come to a refolve« 

LUCIUS. 

Cato, we all go into your opinion. 
Caefar's behaviour has convinced the (enate 
We ought to hold it out till terms arrive- 
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8BMPR0NIUS. 

We ought to hold it out till death ; but, CatOi 
My private voice is drown'd amid the fenate's, 

CATO. 

Then let us rife, my friends, and drive to fiH 
This little interval, this paufe of life, 
(While yet our liberty and fates are doubtful) 
With refolution, friendlhip, Roman bravery. 
And all the virtues we can crowd into it ; 
That heaven may fay, it ought to be prolonged. 
Fathers, farewell— The young Numidian prince 
Comes forward, and expedls to know our councils. 

[Ex. Sc&. 

Eftier JUBA. 

CATO. 

Juba, the Roman fenate has refolv'd. 
Till time give better prolpedls, ftill to keep 
The fword unlheath'd, and turn its edge on Caefar* 

JUBA. 

The refolution fits a Roman fenate. 
But, Cato, lend me for a while thy patience. 
And condefcend to hear a young man fpeak. 

My father, when fome days before his death 
He order'd me to march for Utica 
(Alas I I thought not then his death fo near !) 
Wept o'er me, prefs'd me in his aged arms. 
And as his griefs gave way. My fon, faid he. 
Whatever fortune fhall befal thy father. 
Be Cato's friend -, kt'tt tiaia thee up to great 
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And virtttoud deeds : do but obferve him well. 
Thou 'It ihua misfortunes^ or thou 'It learn to bear 
them. 

CATO, 

Juba, thy father was a worthy prince. 
And merited, alas ! a better fate ; 
But heaven thought otherwife. 

JVBA. 

My father V fete. 
In fpite of all the fortitude that fhines 
Before my face, in Cato's great example. 
Subdues my foul, and fills my eyes with tears. 

CATO. 

It is an honeft forrow, and becomes thee. 

JUBA. 

My father drew reipedl from foreign climes : 
The kings of Afric fought him for their friend. 
Kings far remote, that rule, as feme reports, 
Belund the hidden fources of the Nile, 
In diilant worlds, on t' other fide the fun : 
Oft have their black ambafifadors appear'd, 
Loaden with gifts, and fill'd the courts of Zama. 

CATO. 

I am no flranger to thy father's greatnefs. 

JUBA. 

I would not boaft the greatnefs of my father, , 

But point out new alliances to Cato. 
Had we not better leave this Utica, 
To arm Numidia in our caufe, and court 
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Th' alEftance of my fiuher's p o we rfiJ friends h 
Did they know Cato, our remoceft kings 
Would pour embattled multitudes about him ; 
Their fwarthy hofb wonld darken all oar i^ains, 
Doabling the native horror of the war> 
And making death more grim. 

CATO. 

And canft thoa dunk 
Cato will fly before the fword of Cae(ar ? 
Redoc'd, like Hannibal, to ieek relief 
From court to court, and wander op and down, 
A vagabond in Afric ! 

JUBA. 

Cato, perhaps 
I 'm too officious ; but my forward cares 
Would ^un preierre a life of (6 much value. 
My heart is wounded, when I fee fuch viitoe 
Afiiided by the weight of fuch misfortunes. 

CATO. 

Thy noblenefs of foul obliges me. 
But knowj young prince, that valour fbars abore 
What the woiid calls misfortune and afflidioo. 
Thefe are not ills ; elfe would they never hU. 
On heaven's firft favourites, and the befl of men : 
The gods, in bounty, work up florms about us. 
That give mankind occafion to exert 
Their hidden ftrength, and throw out into pradice 
Virtues, that ihun the day, and lie conceal'd 
In the fmooth feafons, and the calms of fife. 
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JUBA. 

I 'm charmed whene'er thoa talk'ft ! I pant for virtue ! 
And all my foul endeavours at perfection. 

CATO. 

Doft thou love watchings, abftinence, and to3, 
Labonoos vhtifes all? kanr diem from Cato : 
Succefs and fbrtime mnft thou learn from Cieiar. 

JUBA. 

The bed good-fbrtime that can fall on Jdba, 
The whole fuccefr at which my heavt afpires^ 
J>epends oh Gato. 

CATO. 

Wiat does Jofca fay ? 
Thy words confound me. 

JUBA. 

I would fskt TeMtEt them. 
Give them me hack again. TBey mxA^d at nothmg. 

CATO. 

Tell me thy wifh^ yoong prince ; make not my ear 
A ftranger to thy thoughts. 

Oh, they're eztnragint ; 
Still let me hide them. 

CATO. 

What can Juba a(k 
That Cato will refufe ! 

JUBA. 

I fear to name it. 
Marcia«^-4nherits all her faadur'^ vijftues. 

u 2 
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CATO. 

What wooldil thou lax? 

JVBA. 

Cato> thoa haft a dao^ter. 

CATO. 

Adiea, young prince : I would not hear a woid 
Should kflen thee in my efteem : renoLember 
The hand of fate is over ns> and heaven 
Exa£b feverity from all our thoaght) ; 
It is not now a time to talk of anght 
But chains^ or conqaeft ; liberty^ or death. [Exit. 

Enter stphax. 

8TPHAX. 

Hovtr's this, my prince ! what, cover'd mdi coO' 
fii£on? 
Yoa lode as if yon ftem phUofopher 
Had joft now chid you. 

JUBA. 

Syphax, I'm undone! 

STPHAX. 

I know it well. 

JUBA. 

Cato thinks meanly of me. 

STPHAX. 

And lb win all mankind. 

JUBA. 

IVeopen'dtohiin 
The weaknefs of my foul-^my love for MardS' 
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SYPHA^. 

's a proper perfon to entmft 
^ale with. 

JUBA. 

Ohj I cottld pierce my heart, 
)li(h heart ! Was ever wretch like Juba f 

STPHAX. 

! my prince, how are you chang'd of late ! 

lown young Juba rife before the fun, 

.t the thicket where the dger flept, 

c the lion in his dreadful htmits : 

id the colour mount into your cheeks, 

iirft you rous'd him to the chace ! I 've feen you 

1 the Libyan dog-days hunt him down, ' 

:harge him dofe, provoke him to the rage 

igs and claws, and ^looping from youx horfe 

he panting favage to the ground. 

JUBA. 

thee, no more ! 

SYPHAX. 

How would the old king fmile 
you weigh the paws, when dpp'd with gold, 
irow the ihaggy ipoils about your fhoulders ! 

JUBA. 

hax, this old man's talk (though honey flow'd 
ry word) would now lofe all its fweetnefs. 
s difpleas'd, and Marda loft for ever ! 

SYPHAX. 

mg prince, I yet could give you good advice* 
a might ftill be yours, 
u J 
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What fay'ft tkoa, Syphax? 
By heavens, thou tum'ft me all into attention. 

SYPHAX. 

M^rcia might SiU. be yours. 

JUBA. 

As how, dear Syphax? 

SYPHAX. 

Juba CQBiniands Nmaidia's haidy troops. 
Mounted on fteeds, unus'd to the reftraint 
Of curbs or bits, dtad fleeter than the winds : 
Give but the word, we '11 fnatch this damiel up. 
And bear her off. 

JUBA. 

Can fuch diihonefi: thoughts 
Rife up in man ! would'fl thou feduce my youth 
To do an aft that would deflroy my honour f 

SYPHAy. 

Gods, I could tear my beard to hear you talk ! 
Honour 's a fine imaginary aotion. 
That draws in raw and unexperienced men 
To real mifchbfs, while they hunt a ihadow. 

JUBA. 

Would'ft thou degrade thy prince into a ruffian ? 

SYPHAX. 

The boafted anceftors of thefe great men, 
Whofe virtues you admire, were all fuch ruffians. 
This dread of nations, this almighty Rome, 
That comprehends in her wide empire's bounds 
All under heav^iv, >w?ls iwKcAfti^^'SL «. ta^. 



C A T O. fj^ 

Your Scipio*s, Caefar's, Pompey's, and your Cato's 
(Thefe gods on earth) are all the fpurious brood 
Of violated maids^ of ravifh'd Sabines« 

JUBA. 

Syphax, I fear that hoary head of thine 
Abounds too much in our Numidian wiles. 

SYPHAX. 

Indeed, my prince ; you want to know the world. 
You have not read mankind : your youth admires 
The throes and fweUings of a Roman fonl» 
Cato's bold flights, th* extravagance of virtue. 

JUBA. 

If knowledge of the world makes man perfidious. 
May Juba ever live in ignorance ! 

SYPHAX. 

Go, go, you *re young. 

JUBA. 

Gods, muft I tamely bear 
This arrogance unanfwer'd ! thou 'rt a traitor, 
A falfe old traitor. 

SYPHAX. 

I have gone too far. i^fi^* 

JUBA. 

Cato fhall know the bafenefs of thy foul. 

SYPHAX. 

I muft appeafe this ftorm, or perifti in it. [Jfi^e. 
Youjng prince, behold thefe locks, that are grown white 
Beneath a helmet in your father's battles. 

JUBA. 

Thofe locks fhall ne'er protect thy infolence* 
u 4 
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8TPHAX. 

Moft one rafii word« th' infirmity of age« 
Throw down the merit of my better years? 
This the reward of a whole life of fervice I 
Curfe on the boy ! how fteadily he hears me ! [4^* 

JUBA. 

Is it becaufe the throne of my fore-fathers 
>till ftands unfiU'd^ and that Numidia's crown 
I angs doubtful yet, whofe head it fhall endofe. 
Thou thus prefum'il to treat thy prince with fcorn ? 

8YPHAX. 

Why will you rive my heart with fuch expreflions ? 
Poes not old Syphax follow you to war f 
What are his arms ? why does he load y/bk darts 
His trembling hand> and crufh beneath a cafque 
His wrinkled brows ? what is it he afpires to ? 
Is it not this ? to Ihed the flow remains. 
His lafl poor ebb of blood, in your defence ? 

JUBA. 

Syphax, no more ! I would not hear you talk. 

SYPHAX. 

Not hear me talk ! what, when my faith to Juba, 
My royal matter's fon, is call'd in queftion ? 
My prince may ftrike me dead, and I '11 be dumb : 
But, whilft I live, I muft not hold my tongue. 
And languifli out old age in his difpleafure. 

JUBA. 

Thou know'ft the way too well into my heart; 
I do believe thee loyal to thy prince. 

SYPHAX. 

What greater inftaxic^ cwil ^vn^! I 'vc oftr'^ 
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To do an a6tion wluch my foul abhors. 
And gain yoa whom you love at any price. 

JUBA. 

Was this thy motive ? I have been too hafty. 

SYPHAX. 

And .^tis for this my prince has call'd me traitor. 

JUBA. 

Sure thou miftak'ft ; I did not call thee fo* 

SYPHAX. 

You did indeed, my prince ; you call'd me trwtor: 
J»Tay , further, threaten'd you 'd complain to Cato. 
Of what, my pnnce, would you complam to Cato? 
That Syphax loves you, and would facrifice 
His life, nay more, his honour, in your fervice ? 

JUBA. 

Syphax, I know thou lov'ft me, but indeed 
Thy zeal for Juba carried thee too far. 
Honour 's a facred tie, the law of kings. 
The noble mind's difHnguifhing perfedion. 
That aids and ftrengthens virtue, where it meets lier. 
And imitates her aftions, where fhe is not : 
It ought not to be fported with. 

SYPHAX. 

By heavens 
I 'm raviih'd when you talk thus, though you chide me. 
Alas, I 've hitherto been us'd to think 
A blind ofEdous zeal to ferve my king 
The ruling principle, that ought to burn 
And quench all others m a fubje&'s heart. 
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Happy the people who prcTerve their honour 
By the fame duties that oblige their prince I 

JVBA. 

Syphax, thoo noir beginn'il to fpeak thyfdf. 
Numidia's grown a fcom among the nations 
For breadi of public rows. Our Punic faith 
Is infamous, and branded to a proverb. 
Syphaz, we'll join our cares, to purge away 
Our country's crimes, and clear her reputation. 

STPHAX. 

Believe me> prince, you make old Syphax weep 
To hear you talk— 4Mit 't is with tears of joy. 
If e'er your father's crown adorn your browi, 
Numidia will be bleft by Cato's le&ures. 

JUBA. 

Syphax, thy hand ! we'll mutually forget 
The warmth of youth, and frowardnefs of age : 
Thy prince efteems thy worth, and loves thy pcrfon. 
If e*er the fcepter comes into my hand, 
Syphax ihall fland the fecood in my kingdom. 

STPHAX. 

Why will you ovenK^elm my age with kindnefs? 
My joy grows burthenfome, I iha'n't fupport it. 

JUBA. 

Syi^iax, farewell. I'H hence, and try to find 
Some bleft occa&on that may fet me right 
In Cato's thoughts. I 'd rather have that man 
Approve my deeds, than worlds for my admiren. 
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SYPHAX. 

Young men foon give, and foon forget afronts ; 
Old age is flow in both— *a falib old traitor ! 
Thofe words, rafti boy, may chance to coll thee dear : 
My heart had itill {oam fooliih foodnefs fot thee : 
But hence ! 'tis gone : I giire it to the winds :-^ 
Caefar, I 'm wholly thine— 

Enter sempkokius. 

SYPHAX. 

All hail, Sempronios ! 
"Well, Cato*s Senate is refblv'd to wait 
The fury of a iiege, before it yields. 

SEMPRONIUS. 

Syphax, we both were on the verge of fate : 
Xucius declared for peace, and terms were ofFer'd 
To Cato by a meflenger from Caefer. 
Should they fubmit, ere our defigns are ripe, 
"We both muA periih in the conmion wreck. 
Loft in a general undifUnguifh'd ruin. 

SYPHAX. 

But how ilands Cato ? 

8EMPR.0NIUS. 

Thou haft feen Mount Adats 
While ftorms and tempefts thunder on its brows. 
And oceans break their billows at its feet. 
It ftands unmov'd, and glories in its height. 
Such is that haughty man ; his towering ibol* 
'Midft all tjie fhocks and injuries of fortune, 
Rifes fuperior, and looks down on Cf(ki:% 
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8YPHAX. 

Bat what's this meflenger ? 

SEMPHONIUS^ 

I 've pra^'d with bim« 
And fbond a means to let the victor know 
That Syphax and Sempronius are his friends. 
Bat let me now exanune in my turn : 
Isjubafix'd! 

STPHAX* 

Yes, bat it is to Cato. 
I Ve try'd the force of every reafon on him, 
Sooth'd and carefsM, been angry, footh'd again. 
Laid fafety, life, and intereft, in his fight ; 
But all are vain, he fcoms them all for Cato. 

SEMPRONIUS. 

Come, 'tis no matter, we fhall do without him. 
He ^11 make a pretty figure in a triumph. 
And fcrve to trip before the vigor's chariot, 
Syphax, I now may hope thou hail forfook 
Thy Juba's caufe, and wifhefl Marda ndne. 

STPHAX. 

May ihe be thine as faft as thou wouldft have her ! 

SEMPROKIUS. 

Syphax, I love tiiat woman ; though I curfe 
Her and myfelf, yet, fpight of me, I love her. 

SYPHAX. 

Make Cato fure, and ^ve up Urica : 
Cxbr will ne'er reftife thee fuch a trifle. 
But are thy troops prepar'd for a revolt ? 
Does the fedition catch from man to man» 
And run amotk^ titfix t^sks\ 
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SBMPRONIVS. 

AII4 all is ready. 
The fadioas leaders are our friends, that ipread 
Murmurs and difcontent^ among the foldiers. 
They count their toilfome marches, long fatigues, 
Unufual faitings ; and will bear no more 
This medley of philofophy and war. 
Within an hour they 'U ftorm the Senate-honfe« 

8YPHAX. 

Mean-while I '11 draw up my Numidian troops 
Within the fquare, to exercife their arms. 
And, as I fee occafion, £ivour thee. 
I laugh to think how your unihaken Cato 
Will look aghaft, while unforefeen deftm^lion 
Pours in upon him thus jfrom every £de. 
So, where our wide Numidian waftes extend. 
Sudden th' impetuous hurricanes deicend. 
Wheel through the air, in drding eddies pky. 
Tear up the fands, and fweep whole plains away. 
The helplefs traveller, with wild fnrprize^ 
Sees the dry defert all around Um rife. 
And, fmodier'd ia the dufty whirlwind, dies. 



} 
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ACT III. SCENE L 

MAKCVS OhJ rOKTlVSm 
MARCTTS. 

rpHANKs to my ftars, I have not raaiigM about 
The wilds of life, ere I could find a friend; 
Nature firft pointed out my Fortius to me. 
And early taught me> by her feerct force. 
To love thy perfon, ere I kne^r iky merit; 
Till, what was infliA^, ptw up into :&kndfhip. 

FORTIUS. 

Marcus, the fiiendfliips of the wOrld are oft 
Confederacies in vice, or leagues of pleafure j 
Ours has fevereft virtue for its bafis. 
And fuch a friendfhip ends not but with life. 

MARCUS. 

Fortius, thou know'fl my foul in all its weaknefs; 
Then pr'ythee fpare me on its tender Me, 
Indulge me but in love, my other paffions 
Shall rife and fall by virtue's niceft rules. 

FORTIUS. 

When love's well-tim'd, 'tis not a fault to love. 
The ftrong, the brave, the virtuous, and the wife, 
Sink in the foft captivity together. 
I would not urge thee to difmifs thy paffion, 
(I know 'twere vain) but to fupprefs its force, 
Till better times may make it look more graceful. 
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MARCUS. 

Alas ! thou talk'ft like one who nerer fdt 
Th' impatient throbs and longings of a foulj 
That pants and reaches after diftant good. 
A lover does not live by vulgar time : 
Believe me. Fortius, in my Lucia's abfence 
Life hangs upon me, and becomes a burden; 
And yet when I behold the charming maid, 
I 'm ten-times more undone ; while hope, and fear. 
And grief, and rage, and love, rife op at once. 
And with variety of pain difbad me. 

FORTIUS. 

What can thy Fortius do to give thee help ? 

MARCUS. 

Fortius, thou oft enjoy'ft the fair-one's presence ; 
Then undertake my caufe, and plead it to her 
With all the Hrength and heat of eloquence 
Fraternal love and friend(hip can imfpire. 
Tell her thy brother langniihes to death. 
And fades away, and withers ia his bloom ; 
That he forgets his fleep, and loaths his food. 
That youth, and health, and war, are joylefs to him t 
Defcribe his anxious days and reliefs nights. 
And all the torments that thou feeft me fuiFer. 

FORTIUS. 

Marcus, I beg thee, give me not an office 
That fuits with me fo ill. Thou know'il my temper. 

MARCUS. 

Wilt thou behold me fmking in my woes ? 
And wilt thou not reach out a friendly arm. 
To raife me from amidft this plunge of foKQW^l 
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FORTIUS. 

Marcus> thou canfl not afk what I 'd refufe* 
Bat here believe me I 've a thoufand reafons— 

MARCUS. 

I know thou 'It fay^ my paflion *s out of feafon, 
That Cato's great example and misfortunes 
Should both confpire to drive it from my thoughts. 
But what 's all this to one who loves like me ? 
Oh Pordus, Fortius, from my foul I wifh 
Thou didft but know thyfelf what *t is to love ! 
Then would'ft thou pity and affift thy brother. 

FORTIUS. 

What fhould I do ! If I difclofe my paffion. 
Our fiiendfhip 's at an end : if I conced it. 
The world'will call me falfe to a friend and brother. 

MARCUS. 

But fee where Lucia, at her wonted hour. 
Amid the cool of yon high marble arch. 
Enjoys the noon-day breeze ! obferve her. Fortius ! 
That face, that fhape, thofe eyes, that heaven rf 

beauty ! 
Obferve her well, and blame me if thou canfi. 

FORTIUS. 

She fees us, and advances— 

MARCUS. 

I *11 withdraw. 
And leave you for a while. Remember, Pordus, 
Thy brother's life depends upon thy tongue. [Exit' 
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Enter lucia* 

LUCIA. 

Did not I fee your brother Marcus here ? 
Why did he fly the place, and fliun my prefence? 

FORTIUS. 

Oh, Lucia, language is too faint to ihow 
His rage of love ; it preys upon his life ; 
He pines, he fickens, he defpairs, he dies : 
His paflions and his virtues lie confus'd. 
And mix'd together in fo wild a tumult. 
That the whole man is quite disfigur'd in him. 
Heavens ! would one tlunk *t were poffible for love 
To make fuch ravage in a noble foul ! 
Oh, Lucia, I 'm diftrefs'd ! my heart bleeds for him ; 
Ev'n now, while thus I fland bleft in thy prefence, 
A fecret damp of grief comes o'er my thoughts. 
And I 'm unhappy, though thou fmil'ft upon me. 

LUCIA« 

How wilt thou guard thy honour, in the ihock 
Of love and friendftup? Think betimes, my Portiusj, 
Think how the nuptial tie, that might enfure 
Our mutual blifs, would raife to fuch a height 
Thy brother's griefs, as might perhaps deftroy him. 

POUTIUS. 

Alas, poor youth I what doft thou think, my Luda ? 
His generous, open, undeiigning heart 
Has begg'd his rival to folicit for him. 
Then do not fh-ike him dead with a denial. 
But hold him up in Ufe, and cheer his foul 
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With the faint glimmering of a doubtM hope : 
Perhaps^ when we have pafs'd thefe gloomy hours> 
And weathered out the ftorm that beat^ upon as-* 

LUCIA. 

No, Portias, no ! I fee thy fifter*s tears. 
Thy father's anguifh, and thy brother's death. 
In the purfuit of our ill-fated loves. 
And, Portius, here I fwear, to heaven I fwear. 
To heaven, and all the powers that judge mankind. 
Never to mix my plighted hands with thine. 
While fuch a cloud of mifchiefs hangs about lu : 
But to forget our loves, and drive thee out 
From all my thoughts, as far^as I am able. 

FORTIUS. 

What hail thou faid! I 'm thunder-ftruck !— Recall 
Thofe hafty words, or I am loft for ever. 

LUCIA. 

Has not the vow already pafs'd my lips ? 
The gods have heard it, and 'tis feal'd in heaven. 
May all the vengeance, that was ever pour*d 
On perjur'd heads, o'erwhelm me, if I break it! 

FORTIUS. ljf/}ir a faujt* 

Fix'd in aftonifhment, I gaze upon thee ; 
Like one juft blafted by a ftroke from heaven. 
Who pants for breath, and ftiffens, yet alive. 
In dreadful looks : a monument of wrath ! 

LUCIA. 

At length I've afted my fevereft part ; 
I feel the woman bi^sSuxi^ m u^n me. 
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And melt about my hcan ! ttsf tears will flow. 
But oh, I '11 think no more ! the h^nd of fate 
Has torn thee from me, and I mvft forget thee. 

POktitJS. 

Hard-hearted, cruel mmd I 

LtJCIA. 

Oh, Hop thofe founds, 
Thofe killing founds ! Why doft thou frown upon ine ? 
My blood runs cold, my heart forgets to heave. 
And life itfelf goes out at thy difpleafure. 
The gods forbid us to indulge our loves. 
But, oh ! I cannot bear thy hate, and live ! 

POltTIVS. 

Talk not of love, thou never knew'H its force. 
I Ve been deluded, led into a dream 
Of fancied blifs. O Lucia, cruel maid I 
Thy dreadful vow, loaden with death, fHll founds 
In my fhmn'd ears. What ihall I fay or do? 
Quick, let us part ! perdition's in thy prefence. 
And horror dwells abottt thee !— Ah, Ihe faints ! 
Wretch that 1 am ! what has my rafhnefs done ! 
Lucia, thou injur'd innocence ! thou befl 
And lovelieil of thy fex! awake, my Lucia, 
Or Fortius rufhes oh his iword to join thee. 
—Her imprecations reach not to the tomb. 
They Ihut not out fociety in deach.-^ 
But, ah ! Ihe moves ! Hfe wanders up and down 
Through aH her ^ce, and lights up every charm. 
LtrctA. 

O Fortius, was ihU wett!— to frcwm ^u\«t 

% z 
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That lives upon thy fmiles ! to call in doabt 
The faith of one expiring at thy feet. 
That loves thee more than ever woman loT'd I 
— What do I fay? My half-recover'd fenfe 
Forgets the vow in which my fool is botmd. 
De(hii6lion (lands betwixt us ! we moft part. 

FORTIUS. 

Name not the word, my frighted thoughts ran back> 
And ftartle into madnefs at the found. 

LUCIA. 

What would'lt thou have me do ? Confider well 
The train of ills our love would draw behind it. 
Thinky Fortius, think, thou feeft thy dying brother 
Stabb'd at his heart, and all befmear'd with blood, 
Storming at heaven and thee ! thy awful fire 
Sternly demands the caufe, th' accurfed czafe, 
Tliat robs him of his ion L poor Marda trembles. 
Then tears her hair, and, frantic in her griefs. 
Calls out on Lucia ! What could Lucia anfwer ? 
Or how Hand up in fuch a fcene of forrow? 

FORTIUS. 

To my confufion and eternal grief, 
I muft approve the fentence that deftroys me. 
The mift that hung about my mind clears up ; 
And now, athwart the terrors that thy vow 
Has planted round thee, thou appear'fb more fur. 
More amiable, and rifeft in thy charms. 
LoveUeft of women! heaven is in thy foul. 
Beauty and virtue fhine for ever round thee. 
Brightening eac\i oxkw \ xi^aa wt all divine ! 
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EVCIA. 

Pordusy no more ! thy words ihoot through my hearty 
Melt my refolves, and torn me all to love. 
Why are thofe tears of fondnefs in thy eye$? 
Why heaves thy heart ? Why fweUs thy foul with forrow ? 
It foftens me too much. — Farewell, my Portias; 
Farewell, though death is in the word, for-ever ! 
POK.TIUS. 

Suy, Lucia, ftay I What doft thou (ay ? For-ever ! 

LUCIA. 

Have I not fwom? If, Fortius, thy fuccefs 
Muft throw thy brother on his fate, farewell. 
Oh, how fhall I repeat the word ! for-ever ! 

FORTIUS. 

Thus o'er the dying lamp th* unfteady flame 
Hangs quivering on a point, leaps off by fits* 
And falls again, as loth to quit its hold. 
—Thou muft not go, my foul fBll hovers o*er thee. 
And can't get loofe. 

LUCIA. 

If the firm Fortius ihake 
To hear of parting, think what Luda fuffers I 

FORTIUS. 

'Tis true ; unruffled and ferene I 've met 
The common accidents of life ; but here 
Such an unlook'd-for ftorm of ills falls on me. 
It beats down all my fbength. I cannot bear it. 
We muft not part. 

LUCIA. 

What doft thou fay ? Not part? 
Haft thou forgot the vow that 1 Yiave iswAO. 
X 3 
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Are there not heavens and gods and thunder o'er us? 
•—But fee> thy brother Marcus bends this way! 
I ficken at the fight. Once more, £u:eweU; 
farewell, and know thou wrong'ft me, if thou tUnk'it 
Ever was love, or ever grief, like mine. [ixit. 

inter marcus. 

MARCUS. 

Fortius, what hopes ? How Hands fhe ? Am I doomed 
To life, or death? 

FORTIUS. 

What would'ft thou have me fay? 

MARCUS. 

Wh^t means this penfive pofture ? Thou appcar'ft 
Like one amaz'd and terrify'd. 

FORTIUS. 

I've reafon. 

MARCUS. 

Thy down-caft looks, and thy diforder'd thoughts, 
Tell me my fate. I aik not the fuccefs 
My caufe has found. 

FORTIUS. 

I 'm griev'd I undertook it. 

MARCUS. 

What ? Does the barbarous maid infult my heart. 
My aching heart ! and triumph in my pains ? 
That I could caft her from my thoughts for ever ! 

FORTIUS. 

Away I you're loo M^viva^Ssi^o^x 'sr«&\ 



V* 



C A T O. 

Ljucia, though fwom never to think of love» 
Compaffionates your pams> and pities you« 

MARCUS. 

Compaffionates my pains, and pties me ! 
\Vhat is companion when 'tis void of love ! 
Fool that I was to choofe fo cold a friend 
To urge my caufe ! compaffionates my pains I 
Pr'ythee, what art, what rhetoric, didil thou ufe 
To gain this mighty boon ? She pities me ! 
To one that afks the warm returns of love, 
Compaffion's cruelty, 'tis fcom, 'tis death— 

FORTIUS. 

Marcus, no morel have I deferv'd this treatment? 

MARCUS. 

What have I faid ! O Fortius, O forgiyc me ! 
A foul exafperated in ills falls out 
With every thing, its friend, itfelf— ?ut ha ! 
What means that (hout, big with the founds of war ? 
What new alarm ? 

FORTIUS. 

A fecond, louder yet. 
Swells in the winds, and comes more full upon us<» 

MARCUS. 

Oh, for fome glorious caufe to fall in battle ! 
Lucia, thou haft undone me ! thy difdain 
Has broke my heart : 't is death muft give me eafe. 

FORTIUS. 

Quick, let us hence ; who knows if Cato's life 
Stand fure ? O Marcus, I am warm'd, my heart 
Leaps at the trumpet's voice, and bums for glory. 

X 4 \)L*tutv\ 
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Enter sempronivs> ^with the leaders of tke 
Mutiny. 

SEMFRONIUS. 

At length the winds are rais'd, the ftorm blows high. 
Be it your care, my friends, to keep it up ' 
In its full fury, and diredl it right, 
Till it has fpent itfelf on Cato's head. 
Mean-while I'll herd among his friends, and feera 
One of the number, that, whatever arrive. 
My friends and fellow-foldiers may be fafe'. 

FIRST LEADER. 

We all are fafe, Sempronius is our friend. 
Sempronius is as brave a man as Cato. 
But hark ! he enters. Bear up boldly to him j 
Be fure you beat him down, and bind him faft 2 
This day will end our toils, and give us reft ; 
Fear nothing, for Sempronius is our friend. 

Enter cato, sempronius, lucius, fortius, 
and MARCUS. 

CATO. 

Where are thefe bold intrepid fons of war. 
That greatly turn their backs upon the foe. 
And to their general fend a brave defiance ? 

SEMPRONIUS. 

Curfe on their daftard fouls, they ftand aftonifh'd! 

[AJide, 

CATO. 

Perfidious men ! and will you thus difhonour 
Your paft exploits, and {v:S\>f ?i31 >jqvx\ ^^-w^? 
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Do you confefs 'twas not a zeal for Rome^ 
Nor love of liberty, nor thirft of honour. 
Drew you thus Ba; but hopes to ihare the (poll 
Of conquered towns, and plundered provinces ? 
Fir'd with fuch motives you do well to join 
With Cato's foes, and follow Caefar's banners. 
Why did I 'fcape th' invenom'd afpic's rage. 
And all the fiery monfters of the defart. 
To fee this day? Why could not Cato fall 
Without your guilt ? Behold, ungrateful men. 
Behold my bofom naked to your fwords. 
And let the man that's injur 'd ilrike the blow. 
Which of you all fufpedls that he is wrong'd. 
Or thinks he fuffers greater ills than Cato? 
Am I diftinguilh'd from you but by toils, 
Superior toils, and heavier weight of cares ! 
Painful pre-eminence ! 

SEMPRONIUS. 

By heavens, they droop! 
Confufion to the villains ! all is lofl. [J^e. 

CATO. 

Have you forgotten Libya's burning wafte. 
Its barren rocks, parch 'd earth, and hills of fand> 
Its t^ted air, and all its broods of poifon ? 
Who was the firft t' explore th' untrodden path. 
When life was hazarded in every ftep ? 
Or, fainting in the long -laborious march. 
When on the banks of an unlook'd-for ftream 
You funk the river with repeated draughts. 
Who was the laft in all your Koft th^x. xSok^^^t 
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SEMFRONIUS. 

If fome penurious fource by chance appeared 
Scanty of waters, when you fcoop'd it dry. 
And offer'd the full helmet up to Cato, 
Did not he dafh th' untafted mcnfture from him? 
Did not he lead you through the mid-day fun. 
And clouds of dufl ? Did not his temples glow 
In the fame fultry winds, and fcorching heats? 

CATO. 

Hence, worthlefs men ! hence ! and complain to 
Csfar 
You could not undergo the t(rils of war. 
Nor bear the hardfhips that your leader bore. 

LUCIUS. 

See, Cato, fee th' unhappy men \ they weep? 
Fear and remorfe, and forrow for their crime. 
Appear in every look, and plead for mercy. 

CATO. 

Learn to be honeft men ; give up your leaders. 
And pardon fhall defcend on all the reft. 

SEMPRONIUS. 

Cato, commit thefe wretches to my care. 
Firft let them each be broken on the rack. 
Then, with what life remains, impal'd, and left 
To writhe at leifure round the bloody ftake. 
There let them hang, and taint the fouthern wind. 
The partners of their crime will learn obedience, 
When they look up and fee their fellow-traitors 
Stuck on a foik» and blackening in the fun. 
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LUCIUS. 

Sempromus, why, why wUt thou urge the fate 
Of wretched men? 

SEMPRONIUS. 

How! would'ft thou clear rebelHoni 
Lucius (good man) pities the poor offenders 
That would imbrue their hands in Cato's l;>lood. 

CATO. 

Forbear, Sempronius!— See they fuffer death. 
But in their deaths remember they are men. 
Strain not the laws to make their tortures grievous. 
Lucius, the bafe degenerate age requires 
Severity and jufHce in its rigour; 
This awes an impious, bold, oflTending world. 
Commands obedience, and gives force to laws. 
When by juft vengeance guUty mortals perifti. 
The gods behold their punilhment with pleafure. 
And lay th' uplifted thunder-bolt afide. 

SEMPRONXUS. 

Cato, I execute thy will with pleafure. 

CATO. 

Mean-while we'll facrifice to liberty. 
Kemember, O my friends, the laws, the rights. 
The generous plan of power deliver'd down. 
From age to age, by your renown'd forefathers, 
(So dearly bought, the price of fo much blood) 
O let it never perifh in your hands ! • 

But pioufly tranfmit it to your children. 
Do thou, great Liberty* iafpir^ our fouls 
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And make oar lives in thy pofleffion happy^ 
Or oar deaths glorious in thy joft defence. 

{Exeunt Cato, i^c. 

SEMPiiONius and the leaders of the Mutiny. 

FIRST LEADER. 

Sempromas, you have aded like yourfel^ 
One would have thought you had been half in earneft. 

SEMPRONIUS. 

Villain, ftand off! bafe groveling worthlefs wrctclies, 
Mongrels in fadion> poor faint-hearted traitors ! 

SECOND LEADER. 

Nay, now you carry it too far, Sempronius : 
Throw off the mafk, there are none here but friends. 

SEMPRONIUS. 

Know, villains, when fuch paltry flaves prefumc 
To mix in treafon, if the plot fuceeedS| 
They 're thrown neglefted by : but if it fails. 
They 're fure to die like dogs, as you Ihall do. 
Here, take thefe fadious monllers, drag them forth 
To fudden death. 

Enter guards. 

FIRST LEADER. 

Nay, fince it comes to this — 

SEMPRONIUS. 

• Difpatch them quick ; but firft pluck out their tongues, 
Left with their dying breath they fow fedition. 

\ Exeunt g'q mc\)^ *v»itb tfet leaders* 
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Enter syphax, 

SYPHAX. 

Our firft defign, my friend, has proved abortive; 
Still there remams an after-game to play : 
My troops are mounted; their Numidian ilecds 
SnufF up the wind, and long to fcower the defart : 
Let but Sempronius head us in our flight. 
We'll force the gate where Marcus keeps his guard. 
And hew down all that would pppofe our paflagc, 
A day will bring us into Cxfar's camp. 

SBMPRONIUS. 

Confufion ! I have fail'd of half my purpofe. 
Marcia, the charming Marcia, *s left behind ! 

S7PHAX. 

How ! will Sempronius turn a woman's (lave ! 

SEMPRONIUS. 

Think not thy friend can ever feel the foft 
Unmanly warmth, and tendemefs of love. 
Syphax, I long to dafp that haughty maid. 
And bend her ftubborn virtue to my paffioh; 
When I have gone thus far, I 'd caft her off. 

SYPHAX. 

Well faid ! that 's fpoken like thyfelf, Sempronius. 
What hinders then, but that thou find her out. 
And hurry her away by manly force ? 

SEMPRONIUS. 

But how to gain admiflion ? For accefs 
Is given to none but Juba, and her brothers^ 
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SYPHAX. 

Thou (halt have Juba's drefs, and Juba's guards: 
The doors will open, when Numidia's Prince 
Seems to appear before the ilaves that watch them* 

SEMPRONIUS. 

Heavens, what a thought is there! Marcia's myownl 
How will my bofom fwell with anxious joy> 
When I behold her flruggling in my arms> 
With glowing beauty, and diforder'd charms* 
While fear and anger, with alternate grace« 
Pant in her breaft, and vary in her face ! 
So Pluto, feiz'd of Proferpine, convey'd 
To hell's tremendous gloom th' affrighted maid. 
There grimly fmil'd, pleas'd with the beauteous prizCj 
Nor envy'd Jove his fun-fhine and his ikies. 
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LUCIA anJ MARCIA, 
LUCIA. 

t^ow tell me, Marcia, tell me from thy (bol; 

If thou believ'ft it poflible for woman 
To fufFer greater ills than Lucia foffers ? 

MARCIA. 

Lucia^ Lacia, might my big fwoln heart 
Vent all its griefs* and give a loofe to fbnow : 
Marcia coald anfwer thee in fighs, keep pace 
With all thy woes, and count out tear for tear. 

LUCIA. 

1 know thou 'rt doom'd alike to be belov'd 
By Juba, and thy father's friend Sempronius ; 

But wluch of the{6 has power to charm like Fortius I 

MARCIA. 

Still mnft I beg thee not to name Sempromus? 
Lucia, I like not that loud boiilerous mai^: 
Juba to all the bravery of a heroe. 
Adds fofteft love, and more than female (wcetnefs ; 
Juba might make the proudeft of our fex. 
Any of woman-kind, but Marcia, happy. 

LUCIA. 

And why not Marcia? come, you fbive in vain 
To hide your thoughts from one, who knows too well 
The inward glowings of a heart in love. 

4 



jso ADDlSON*s POEMS. 

ICARCIA. 

Wlule Cato lives, his daughter has no right 
To love or hate, bat as his choice direds. 

LUCIA. 

But fhoold this Hither give you to Sempronius? 

MARCIA. 

I dare not think he will : but if he fhould-* 
Why wilt thou add to all the griefs I fiiffet 
Ima^nary ills, and fancy 'd tortures ? 
I hear the found of feet ! they march this way I 
Let US retire, and try if we can drown 
Each fofter thought in fenfe of prefent danger. 
When love once pleads admiflion to our hearts 
(In fpight of all the virtue we can boaft) 
The woman that deliberates is loH. [Exeunt* 

Enter sempronius, drtfs^d like juba, luith 
NumUian Guards^ 

SEMPRONIUS. 

The deer is lodg'd. I 've track'd her to her covert. 
Be fure you mind the word ; and when I give it, 
Rufh in at once, and feize upon your prey. 
Let not her cries or tears have force to move you. 
—How will the young Numidian rave, to fee 
His miftrefs loft? If aught could glad my foul 
Beyond th' enjoyment of fo bright a prize, 
'Twould be to torture that young, gay, barbarian. 
— But hark, what noife ! death to my hopes ! 'tis he* 
'Tis Juba's felf I there is but one way left— 



C A T ©• 3ii 

He muft be iHurderM, and a paiTage ciit 

Through thdfe his guards.— Ha, daftards; do you 

tremble ! 
Or aft like men, or by yon azure heaven—— 

Enter juba. 

J.UBA. 

What do I fee ? who*s tliis that dares ufurp 
The guards and habits of Numidia's prince ? 

SEMPRONIUS* 

One that was bom to fcourge thy arrogance^ 
Prefumptuous youth ! 

JUBA,. 

What<:an this mean? Sempronius! 

SEMPRONIVS. 

My fword ihall anfwer thee. Have at thy heart, 

JUBA. 

Nay, then beware thy own, proud, barbarous man ! 
E s E M p . falls. His Guards furrender. 

SE&IPRONIUS. 

Curfe on my ftars ! am I then doom'd to fall 
By a boy's hand? disfigHr'd in a vile 
Numidian drefs, and for a worthlefs woman ? 
Gods, 1 'm diftrafted ! this my clofe of life ! 
O for a peal of thunder, that would make 
Earth, fea, and air, and heaven, and Cato tremble ! 

[Diet. 

JUBA. 

With what a (pring his furious foul broke loofe. 
And left the limbs ftill quivermg oiv xh& ^xora^xi^X 

VOL. XXX. Y 
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Hence let us cany off diofe flaves to Cato, 
Tkat we may there at length unravel all 
This dark defign, this myftery of fate. 

Inter lucia «W m arcia. 

LVCIA. 

Sore'twastl&edaihofiwords; my tronUed heart 
Is fo caft down, and fmk amidft its forrows. 
It throbs mth fear, and akes at every found. 

Marda, fhould thy brothers for my £ikel— 

1 die away with horror at the thought, 

ICARCIA* 

See, Lucia, fee ! here 's blood ! here 's blood and 
murder! 
Ha ! a Numidian ! heavens prefcrve Ae prince ! 
The face lies mufRed up within the garment. 
But ha! death to my fight ! a diadem. 
And purple robes ! O gods ! 'tis he, 'tis he, 
Juba, the loveliefl youth that ever warm'd 
A virgin's heart, Juba lies dead before us ! 

LUCIA. 

Now, Marcia, now call up to thy affifbmce 
Thy wonted ftrength, and confbmcy of mind; 
Thou canfl not put it to a greater trial. 

MARCIA. 

Lucia, look there, and wonder c^ my patience. 
Have I not caufe to rave, and beat my breaft* 
To rend my Ikcart wsix ?3r«£^ 'MaLi^adiftraacdt 
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hVClA. 

What can I think or by, to give thee comfort ? 

MA&CIA. 

Talk not of comfort, 'tis for lighter ills : 
Behold a iight> that Urikes all comfort dead. 

Enter jxjba liftening. 
I will indnlge my forrows, and give way 
To all the pangs and fury of defpair ; 
That man, that beft of men, deferv'd it from me. 

JVBA. 

What do I hear? and was the fdXk Sempronitis 
That beft of men ? O, had I fall'n like him. 
And could have thus been monm'd, I had been happy I 

LUCIA. 

Here will I ftand, companion in thy woes. 
And help thee with my tears; when l1>ehold 
A lofs like thine, I half forget my own. 

MARCIA. 

*Tis not in fate to eafe my tortur'd breaft. 
This empty world, to me a joylefs defert. 
Has nothing left to make poor Marda happy. 

JUBA. 

I 'm on the rack ! was he fo near her heart ? 

MARCIA. 

Oh, he was all made up of love and charms. 
Whatever maid oould wifh, or man admire : 
Delight of every eye ! when he appeared, 
A fecret pleafure gladdened all tkax (kti \axiv% 
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But when he talk'd, the proudeft Roman blufh'd 
To heir his virtues, and old age grew wife.- 

JUBA, 

I fhall run mad 

MARCIA. 

OJubal Jubal Juba! 

JUBA. 

What means that voice ? did (he not call cm Juba? 

MARCIA. 

Why do I think on what he was ! he 's dead! 
He's dead, and never knew how much I lov'd him. 
Lucia, who knows but his poor bleeding heart 
Amidft its agonies, remember'd Marcia, 
And the laft words- he utter'd call'd me cruel ! 
Alas ! he knew not, haplefs youth ! he knew not 
Marcia's whole foul was full of love and Juba ! 

JUBA. 

Where am I ! do I live ! or am indeed 
What Marcia thinks ! All is Elyfium round me ! 

MARCIA. 

Ye dear remains of the moft lov'd of men. 
Nor modefty nor virtue here forbid 
A laft embrace, while thus — • 

JUBA. 

See, Marcia, tsc, 
The happy Juba lives ! he lives to catch 
That dear embrace, and to return it too 
With mutual warmxk an^ t2i^wae(& of love. 
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MARCIA. 

With pleafure and amaze^ I ftand tranfported! 
Sure 'ds a dream! dead and alive at once ! 
If thou art Juba^ who lies there ? 

JUBA. 

Difguis'd like Juba on a curs'd defign. 
The tale is long, nor have I heard it out. 
Thy father knows it all. I could not bear 
To leave thee in the neighbourhood of death. 
But flew, in all the hafte of love, to find thee. 
I found thee weeping, and confefs this once. 
Am wrapt mth joy to {^e my Marci^*s tears. 

MARCIA, 

I Ve been furpriz*d in an unguarded hour. 
But muil not now go back : the love, that lay 
Half-fmother'd in my breaft, has broke through all 
Its weak reftraints, and burns in its full luftre ; 
I cannot, if I would, conceal it from thee. 

lUBA. 

I 'm loft in extafy ! and dofl thou love. 
Thou charming maid? 

MARCIA. 

And doft thou live to afk it? 

JUBA. 

T^s, this is life indeed ! life worth preferving 1 
Such life as Juba never felt till now ! 

MARCIA. 

Believe me, prince, before I thought thee dead, 
.1 did not know myfelf how muc\il\oV^ ^^^* 
Y 3 
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JU8A. 

feftonate miftake ! 

MARCIA. 

O happy Marcia! 

JT7BA. 

My joy ! my bcft bclov'd! my only wilh ! 
Hov^ ihall I fpeak the tranfport of my foul ! 

MARCIA. 

Luda, thy arm ! oh let me reft apon it!^-« 
The vital bloody that had fbrfook my heart. 
Returns again in fuch tumultuous tides. 
It quite overcomes me. Lead to my apartment. 
O prmce ! I bluih to think what I have faid. 
But fate has wrefted the confefikxi from me : 
Go on, and proiper in the paths of honour. 
Thy virtue will excufe my paffion for thee. 
And make the gods propitious to our love. 

[Ex. MARC, and LVC* 

JUBA. 

1 am fo hlefsM, I fear 'tis all a dream. 
Fortune, thou now haft made amends for all 
Thy paft unkindnefs. I abfolve my ftars. 
What though Numidia add her conquer'd towns 
And provinces to fwell the vigor's triumph ? 
Juba will never at his fate repine. 

Let Caefar have the world, if Marcia 's mine. [E^^* 
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A march tU a diftame^ 
Enter cato and lucius. 

LUCIUS, 

I ftand aflonilh^d ! what^ the bold Sem|nt>nius ! 
That iHII broke foremoft through the croud of patriots. 
As with a hurricane of zeal tranfported. 
And virtuous cv'n to madnefs— — 

CATO. 

Truftme, Lucius, 
Our civil difcords have produced fuch crimes. 
Such monflrtus crimes, I am furpriz'd at nothing, 
— -— O Lucius, I am fick of this bad world ! 
The day-light and dte fun grow painful to ine* 

Eraer fortius. 
But fee where Pordus comes ! what means this haAe? 
Why are thy looks thus changed ^ 

rOR.TIU8. 

Myheartisgrlev'd. 
I bring fuch news as wiU afii£t my father* 

CATO. 

Has Casfar fhed more Roman blood ? 

PORTiyS. 

Not fo. 
The trjutor Syphax, as within the fquarc 
He exerciz'd his troops, the fignal given, 
Flew off at once with his NanddiaxvlvotC^ 
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To the fouth gate, where Marcus holds the watch. 
I faw, and call'd to ftop him,' but in vain; 
He tofs'd his arm aloft, and proudly told me. 
He would not ftay and periih like Sempronius-. 

CATO. - 

Perfidious men! but hafle my fon, and iee 
Thy brother Marcus ads a Roman's part, 

/ [Exit PORTIU5. 
•^Lucius, the torrent b^ars too hard upon me: 
Juilice gives way to force : the conquer'd world 
Is Csfar's : Cato has no buiinefs in it. 

LUCIUS. 

y/hile pride, oppreffion, and injuiH(;ej-eign, 
The world will IHll demand her Cato's prefence. 
In pity, to mankind, fubmit to Cxfar, 
And reconcile thy mighty foul to life. 

CATO. 

Would Lucius have me live to fwell the number 
Of Caefar's flaves, or by a bafe fubmiffion 
Give up the caufe of Rome, and own a tyrant ? 

LUCIUS. 

The viftor never will impofe on Cato 
Ungenerous terms. His enemies confefs 
The virtues of humanity are Caefar's. 

CATO. 

Curfe on his virtues ! they Ve undone his country. 
Such popular humanity is treafon — 
But fee young Juba ! the good youth appears 
Full of the guilt of Vds ]^t&dlQU& fubjedls. 
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LUCIUS. 

Ala^j poor prince ! his fate deferves compaffioQ. 
Enter juba, 

JUBA. 

I blufh, and am confounded to appear 
Before thy prefence^ Cato. 

CATO. 

What 's thy crime I 

JUBA. 

I 'm a Numidian. 

CATO. 

And a brave one top> 
Thou haft a Roman foul. 

J,UBA. 

Haft thou not heard 
Of my falfe countrymen ? 

CATO, 

Alas i young orince^ 
Falfehood and fraud fhoot up in every fou^ 
The produdi of all chmes. — Rome has its Csfars. 

JUBA. 

'Tis generous thus to comfort the diftrefs'd. 

CATO. 
'Tis juft to give applaufe where 'tis deferv'd ; 
Thy virtue, prince, has ftood the teft of fortune. 
Like pureft gold, that, tortur'd in the furnace. 
Conges out more bright, and brings forth all its weight. 
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JUBA. 

What ihall I anfwer thee? my rmlh^A heart 
O'crflows with fecret joy : I'd rather gain 
Thy pnafe, O Cato, than Noxnidia's empire. 



. Enttr vORTius baftHj. 

PORTIUS. 

Misfortune on nusfortune ! grief on grief I 
My brother Marcus — — 

CATO. 

Ha ! what has he donef 
Has he fbrfbok his poft? has he given way ? 
Did he look tamely on^ and let them pafs? 

FORTIUS. 

Scarce had I left my father, but I met him 
Borne on the (hields of his furviving foldiers^ 
Breathlefs and pale, and covered o'er with wounds. 
XiOng, at the head of his few faithful fiiends. 
He flood thqifliock of a whole hoil of foes> 
Till, obftinately brave, and bent on death, 
Ppprefl with multitudes, he greatly fell. 

CATO. 

I'm fatisfy'd. 

FORTIUS. 

Nor did he fall before 
His fword had pierc'd through the falfe heart of Syphax: 
Yonder he lies. I faw the hoary traitor 
Grin in the pangs of de2k\\i> «.\!id bite the ground. 
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CATO. 

Thanks to the gods ! my boy has done his doty.-* 
Fortius, when I am dead> be fare thoo place 
His urn ^ear mine. 

FORTIUS. 

Long may they keep afunder I 

LUCIVS. 

O Cato> arm thy foul with all its patience ; 
See where the corpfe of thy dead fon approaches 1 
The cidzens and fenators, alarm'd. 
Have gathered round it, and attend it weeping. 

CATO meeting the corpfe • 

CATO. 

Welcome, my fon ! here lay him down, my friends. 
Full in my fight, that I may view at leifure 
The bloody corfe, and count thofe glorious wounds. 
How beautiful is death, when earn'd by virtue 1 
Who would not be that youth ? what pity is it 
That we can die but once to krvc our country ! 
Why fits this fadnefs on your brows, my friends? 
I Ihould have blufh'd if Cato's houfe had flood 
Secure, and flourifli'd in a civil war.— 
Fortius, behold thy brother, and remember 
Thy life is not thy own, when Rome demands it. 

JUBA. 

Was ever man like this ! [Jjide. 

CATO. 

Alas, my friends ! 
Why mourn you thus ? let not a i^TvvaXa\QS& 
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Afflict your hearts. 'Tis Rome requres oar tears. ; 

The miftrefs of the world, the feat of empm. 

The nurfe of heroes, the deUght of gods> i 

That humbled the proud tyrants of the earth. 

And fet the nations free, Rome is no more. 

O liberty ! O virtue I O my country ! 

JtJBA. 

Behold that upright man ! Rome fills his eyes 
With tears, that flow'd not o'er his own dead fon. [Jfide, 

CATO. 

Whatever the Roman virtue has fubdued. 
The fun's whole courfe, the day and year, are Cafar's. 
For him the felf-devoted Decii dy'd. 
The Fabii fell, and the great Scipio's conquer'd : 
Ev'n Pompey fought for Caefar. Oh, my friends! 
How is the toil of fate, the work of ages. 
The Roman empire fall'n ! O curft ambition! 
Fall'n into Caefar's hands ! Our great fore-fathers 
Had left him nought to conquer but his country. 

JUBA. 

While Cato lives, Caefar will blufti to fee 
Mankind enflav'd, and be afham'd of empire. 

CATO. 

Caefar afham'd ! has not he feen Pharfalia ! 

LUCIUS. 

Cato, 'tis time thou fave thyfelf and us. 

CATO. 

Lofe not a thougJ\t on m^.- I 'm out of danger. 
Heaven wiU uoXVcav^ ia^mijBka^^\*^Vasv^- 



Caefar Ihall never fay, I Ve conquer'd Cato. 
But oh ! my friends, your fafety fills my heart 
With anxious thoughts : a thoufand fecrct terrors 
Rife in my foul : how fhall I fave my friends ? 
'Tis now, O Caefar, I begin to fear thee. 

LUCIUS. 

Casfar has mercy, if we afk it of him. 

CATO. 

Then alk it, I conjure you ! let him know 
Whatever was done againft him, Cato did it. 
Add, if you pleafe^ diat I requeft it of him. 
That I myfelf, with tears, requeft it of him^ 
The virtue of my friends may pafs unptiniih'd. 
Juba, my heart is troubled for thy fake. 
Should I advife thee to regun Numidia, 
Or feek the conqueror? 

JUBA. 

If I forfake thee 
Whilft I have life, may heaven abandon Juba ! 

CATO. 

Thy virtues, prince, if I forefee aright. 
Will one day make thee great ; at Rome hereafter, 
*T will be no crime to have been Cato's friend. 

Fortius, draw near ! my fon, thou oft haft feen 
Thy fire engag'd in a corrupted ftate, 
Wreftling with vice and faftion : now thou feeft me 
Spent, ovcrpower'd, defpairing of fuCcefs ; 
Let me advife thee to retreat betimes 
To thy paternal feat, the Sabine field. 
Where the great Ccnfor toil'd with bis owcLVasAa* 
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Aai all our frugal ancefiors were Ue&'d 

In humble Tirtoes, and a rand life. 

Tbere Eve redr'd; pray for the peace of Rome ; 

CoBtent thyielf to be obfcurdy good. 

When vice prerails, and impious men bear ^y> 

The poft of honour is a private ftation. 

POI.TIVS. 

I hope> my father does not recommend 
A fife to Portias» that he fcoms himfelf • 

CATO. 

Farewdl> my friends! if dierebeanyof yoa 
That dares not trnft the Timor's clemency, 
Know there are ihips prepared by my command^ 
(Their (ails already opening to the winds) 
That (hall convey yoa to the ^(^fh'd-fcHr port. 
Is there aaght elfe> my friends, I can do for yoa? 
The conqueror draws near. Once more farewell ! 
If e'er we meet hereafter, we (hall meet 
In happier climes and on a fafer (hore. 
Where Cadar never fhall approach us more. 
There the brave youth, with love of virtue fir'd, 

[Pointiug to the boilj of his deadfiiu 
Who gready in his country's caufe expir'd. 
Shall know he conquered. The firm patriot there 
(Who made the welBure of mankind his care) 
Though fliU, by faction, vice, and fortune, crofty 
Shall find the generous labour was not loll. 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 

CATO folus^ 

Sitting in a thoughtful pcfture : In bis bmnd Plato'/ book 
on the immortality of the foul. A droFwnfword on tbt 
table by him* 

J T muft be fo — Plato> tEou reaibn'ft well I-— « 

Elfe whence this pleafing hope, diis fond defire. 
This longing afto* iHunortality ? 
Or whence this fecret dread, and inward horror. 
Of falfing into nought ? Why ihrinks the fool 
Back on herielf, and ftardes at deftruftion f 
'Tis Ae divinity that ftirs within as ; 
'Tis heaven itfelf, tiuit points out an hereafter. 
And intimates eternity to man. 
Eternity! thou pleafing, dreadM thoaght! 
Throagh what variety of untry'd being. 
Through what new icenes and changes muf( we p^s! 
The wide, th' unbounded profped, lies before me ; 
But ihadows, clouds, and darknefs, refl upon it. 
Here will I hold. If there 's a power above us, 
(And that dnere is all nature cries aloud 
Through all her works) he muft ddight in virtue ; 
And that which he delights in mud be happy. 
But when ! or where !— This world was made for Casfar. 
I'm weary of conjedures— This mud end them. 

[Laying his band upon bisf<word* 
4 



,3C ADDlSOS'sPtfEMS. 

T^Bs zn I 6sQhLj srm'd : anrden^ and Hfe> 
Mt baoe and snodocr, ars bai& befixc me : 
Tlda m a ammr'T bcbgs bk a> an end. 
Bat tkis iofcrais mr I ftaH never dfe. 
Tke iboi, iecsr'd li her rritfrfr, Iniks 
At die drasm dagger, asd deies ks point. 
The ibrs iha!I fide awar, die fim ImnlHf 
Grow <&m with age, azbi naouc fink in years; 
Bat dioa ihali AoqxiiSl in inunoftal you^, 
Unkart »«m^^ the war of cleBcntS9 
The wrecks of matter, and die craik of worlds. 

What "**■«** this hearine^ that hangs npoo me ? 
This lethargy that creeps throo^ all my fenies? 
Nature oppreis'd, and harai&'d out with care^ 
Sinks down to reft. This once I H finroor her« 
That my awaken'd (bol may take her flighty 
Renew'd in all her Arength^ and fiefli w^ iife^ 
An offering fit for heaven. Let gmlt or fear 
Diftorb man's reft : Cato knows neidier of them. 
Indifferent in his choice, to fleep or die. 

Enter fortius. 
But ha ! how 's this, my fbn ? why this intra&feP 
Were not my orders that I would be private? 
Why am I difobey'd? 

PORTIUS. 

Alas, my ^ther! 
What means this fword? this inftrument of death? 
Let me convey it hence ! 
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CATO. 

Rafh youth, forbear ! 

FORTIUS. 

O let the prayers, th* entreaties of your friends, 
leir tears, their common danger, wreft it from you. 

CATO. 

Wouldll thou betray me ? wouldft thou give me up 
flave, a captive, into Caefar's hands ? 
;tire, and learn obedience to a father, 
c know, young man ! 

FORTIUS. 

Look not thus flemly on me ; 
6u know I 'd rather die than difobey you. 

CATO. 

'Tis well ! again I'm mafter of myfelf. 
ow, Caefar, let thy troops befet our gates, 
nd bar each avenue, thy gathering fleets 
'erfpread the-fea, ^nd flop up every port ; 
ato (hall open to himfelf a pafTage, 
jid mock rfiy hopes 

FORTIUS. 

O Sir, forgive your fon, 
/hofe grief hangs heavy on him ! O my father ! 
[ow am I fure it is not the lad time 
e'er fhall call you fo ! Be not difpleasM, 
) be not angry with me whilft I weep, 
^nd, in the anguilh of my heart, befeech you 
To quit the dreadful purpofe of your foul. 

CATO. 

Thou haft been ever good and dutiful. 

VOL. XXX. Z 



33^S A D D I S O N V P O. £ M S. 

Weep not, my Ton. All will be wdl again. 

The righteous gods, whom I have fought to pleafe> 

Will fuccour Cato, and preferve his children. 

FORTIUS. 

Your words give comfort to my droofang heart. 

CATO. 

Pordus, thou may'ft rely upon my condu^ 
Thy father will not aft what milbecomes him. 
But go, my fon, and fee if aught be wanting 
Among thy father's friends : fee them embark'd; 
And tell me if the winds and feas befriend them. 
My foul is quite weighed down with care>, and aib 
I'he foft refrefhment of a moment's deep. [Exit, 

FORTIUS. 

My thoughts are more at eafe, my heart revives. 
Enter marcia« 

O Marcia, O my fifter, ftill there *s hope I 
Our father vnUl not caft away a life 
So needful to us all, and to his country. 
He is retir'd to reft, and feems to cherifh 
Thoughts full of peace. He has difpatch'd me hence 
With orders, that befpeak a mind composed. 
And ftudious for the fafety of his friends. 
Marcia,take care that none difturb his flumbers. [Exit. 

MARCIA. 

O ye immortal powers, that guard the juft. 
Watch round his couch, and foften his repofe, 
Baniih his forrows, and becalm his foul 
With eafy dreams ; remember all his virtues ; 
And fliow marteivd xWx %c«i^'sv^^'^\^i^Nxt ^-ix^. 
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Euttr LUCIA, 

LUCIA. 

Where is your father, Marda, where is Cato ? 

MARCIA. 

Lucia, fpeak low; he is retir'd to reft. 
Lucia, I feel a gently-dawning hope 
Rife in my foul. We ihall be happy ftill. 

LUCIA« 

Alas, I tremble when I think on Cato. 
In every view, in every thought, I tremble ! 
Cato is ftem, and awful as a god ; 
He knows not how to wink at human frailty. 
Or pardon weaknefs, that he never felt. 

MARCIA. 

Though flem and awful to the foes of Rome, 
He is all goodnefs, Lucia, always mild. 
Companionate, and gentle, to his friends. 
Fiird with domeftic tendemefs, the bed. 
The kindeft father I I have ever found him 
Eafy and good, and bounteous to my wiflies. 

LUCIA. 

'Tis his confent alone can make us blefs'd. 
Marda, we both are equally involved 
In the fame intricate, perplex'd, diftrefs. 
The cruel hand of fate, that has deftroy'd 
Thy brother Marcus, whom we both lament— 

MARCIA. 

And ever (hall lament, unhappy youth ! 
z 2 
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LUCIA. 

Has fet mv fool at large, and now I ftand 
Loofe of mv tok*. But who knows Cato's thoaghts ? 
VTho knows how vet he may dafpok of Poitiiis^ 
Or ho«' he has determin'd of'thyfclf ?' 

MAI. CIA. 

Let him but five ! conunit the reft' to heaven. 
Ewfer LUCIUS. 

LUCIUS. 

Sweet are the flumbers of the virtnoas man l 

Marda, I have feen thy godlike father: 
Some power invifible ii^ports his ibal^ 
And bears it op in aS its wonted greatnefs. 
A kind refreflung fleep is fall'n upon him : 

1 faw him ftretch'd at eafe, his fsmcy loft 

In pleafing dreams ; as I drew near his coach. 

He {miTd, and cry 'd— Caefar, thou canft not hurt me I 

MARCIA. 

His mind ftill labours with fome dreadful thought; 

LUCIUS. 

Lucia, why all this grief, theie floods of fbrrowi 
Dry up thy tears, my child ; we all are fafe 
While Cato lives — his prefence «ill proteft ms, 

E/tter jUBA. 

JUBA. 

Lucius, the horfemen are return *d from- viewing 
The number, ftrength, and pofture of our foes. 
Who now encamp within a fhort hour^s march. 
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On the high point of yon bright weftern tower 
We ken them from afer ; the fetting fun 
Plays on their fhining arms and bumiih'd helmets. 
And covers all the field with gleams of fire. 

LUCIUS* 

Marda, *t is time we fhould awake thy father. 
Caefar is ftill difpos'd to give trs terms, 
And waits at diftance till he hears from Cato. 

Enter port i us. 

Fortius, thy looks fpeak ibmewhat of importance. 
What tidings doft thou bring ? Methinks I fee 
Unufual gladnefs fparJding in thy eyes. 

FORTIUS. 

As I was hafHng to the port, where now 
My father's friends, impatient for a pafTage, 
Accufe the lingering winds, a fail arriv'd 
From Pompey's fon, who through the realms of Spam 
Calls out for vengeance on his Other's death. 
And rouzes the whde nation up to arms. 
Were Cato at their head, once more might Rome 
Affert her rights, and claim her liberty. 
But hark ! what means that groan f O give me way. 
And let me fly into my father's prefence. 

LUCIUS. 

Cato, amidft his flumbers, thinks on Rome, 
And in the wild diforder of his foul 
Mourns o'er his country ; ha ! a fecond groan !— 
Heaven guard us all !— - 

* 3 
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MA&CIA. 

Alas! 'tis noltbe v<^ 
Of one who fleeps ! 'tis agooiabAg paiib 
'Tis death is m that found — 

Re-enter fortius^ 

FORTIUS. 

O£ghtofwoe! 
O Marcia> what we fear'd is come to pafs ! 
Cato is fall'n upon his fword— 
i.uciua. 

O Portias, 
Hide all the horrors of thy mournful tale. 
And let us guefs the reft. 

FORTIUS. 

I 've rais'd lum up> 
And plac'd him in his chair, where, pale and £ufit> 
He gafps for breath, and, as his life flows from him, 
Demands to fee his friends. His weeping fervants, 
Obfequious to his orders, bear him hither. 

[The hack Scene opens 3 and di/eofuers CaTO* 

MARCIA. 

O heaven, affift me in this dre^f^I hour 
To pay the laH £ad duties to my ftjtbfir ! 

JUBA. 

Th^fe are thy triumphs, thy exploits, O Caefer! 

LUCIUS. 

Now is Rome fall'n indeed !-^ 

[Cato brought forward m b'u cbair* 
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CATOt 

Here fet me downt-^ 
Fortius, come near me — ^are my friends embark'd ? 
Can any thing be thought of for their fervice ? 
Wliilft I yet live, let me not live in vain. 
— O Lucius, art thou here ?— -Thou art too good Ir*- 
Let this our friendfhip live between our children ; 
Make Fortius happy in thy daughter Lucia. 
Alas poor man, he weeps ! — Marcia, my daughter— 
— O bend me forward ! — Juba loves thee, Marcia. 
A Senator of Rome, while Rome furviv'd. 
Would not have matched his daughter with a king. 
But Caefar's arms have thrown down all diftinftion ; 
Whoe'er is brave and virtuous, is a Roman— 
— I 'm fick to death— O when fliall I get loofe 
From this vain world, th' abode of guilt and forrow ! — 
—And yet methinks a beam of light breaks in 
On my departing foul. Alas, I fear 
I Ve been too nafty. O ye powers, that fearch 
The heart of man, and weigh his inmoft thoughts. 
If I have done amifs, impute it not !— 
The beft may err, but you are good, and— K>h ! [Dies. 

LUCIUS. 

There fled the greateft foul that ever warm'd 
A Roman breaft. O Cato ! O my friend ! 
Thy will Ihall be religioufly obferv'd. 
But let us bear this awful corpfe to Csefar, 
And lay it in his iight, that it may Hand 
A fence betwixt us and the viftor's wrath ; 
Cato, though dead, (hall flill proted his friends. 
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From hence, let fierce contending nadons know 
What dire effe£b from civil difcord flow. 
'Tis this that (hakes our country with alarms. 
And gives up Rome a prey to Roman arms. 
Produces fraud, and cruelty, and ftrife. 
And robs the guilty world of Cato's life. 

[Exeunt Omnes. 
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